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Introduction 


The Life and Works of Kuntala Kumari Sabat 


Kuntala Kumari was born on the 8* February 1901 in an Oriya 
Christian family in Bastar where her father was working as a doctor. 
When she was a year old, her father took a job in Burma and the 
family moved there. When the parents fell out, her mother came 
back to Orissa with the children and settled down in Khurda; Kuntala 
Kumari was fifteen at the time. In 1907 she joined the Ravenshaw 
Girl’s School in Cuttack and the next year joined the medical school. 
In1921, she got her LMP degree from the medical school and started 
practicing in Cuttack. 


While a student in the medical school, she had fallen in love 
with her teacher Dr Kailash Chandra Rao, a Hindu married man, 
sixteen years her senior. He was a cultured and principled person 
with nationalist leaning and became Kuntala Kumari’s mentor and 
guide. He encouraged Kuntala Kumari to write and helped her to 
publish her maiden poem Tara Prati (Ode to a Star) in Utkal Sahitya, 
a reputed Oriya literary journal, in June 1922. 


Tara Prati is a long poem of 353 lines, a rather rambling pace, 
covering everything under the sun—or rather under the star—and 
deals with love, spiritual quest of man, honour, nationalism, non- 
violence and so on. It makes reference to Buddha, Alexander, 
Muhammad, Christ, Chaitanya, Napoleon and even Casablanca. It 
has a list of great women— Sita, Mira, Ahalya, Queen Victoria and 
Florence Nightingale; poets— Upendra, Kalidas, Hafiz, Saadi, Byron, 
Shelley, Tennyson, Milton; scientists such as Newton; inventions like 
wireless, steamships, and electricity. However, when the poem was 
published, it was much appreciated by readers. When Kuntala Kumari 
published her second poem Shefali Prati (Ode to the Shefali flower) 
in the same journal a few months later, she became a well-known 
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name in Oriya literature. She continued to write and became a prolific 
writer, and by the next year (1923) she had published her novel Bhranti, 
and a collection of poems Anjali. 


By this time she had became a member of Blavatsky’s 
theosophical society and started practicing theosophist lead beater’s 
‘thought concentration’ to know about her previous life. Kuntala 
Kumari writes that in one of her dreams she came to know that in 
her previous life she was an aristocratic French woman, who led a 
profligate life and had left her husband for her butler. The woman 
dies a miserable death in a slum, and as she dies, a divine voice tells 
her. You will be born in India and learn what chastity is. Kuntala 
Kumari wondered if she had been reborn a doctor because she had 
died in 2 hospital! 


The other psychic events in her life occurred when, during her 
visit to a patient in 1924, she saw a sixteen year old boy and knew 
that he had been her son in a previous birth. She befriended this boy 
and treated him as her son for the rest of her life. She confided in 
him, involved him in her personal and literary life (she called him her 
‘mental stimulus’) and wrote to him when he was away from her. 
This boy was Chakradhar Mohapatra who was to write her biography 
in 1972 at the age of 64. 


Kuntala Kumari was upset that she was not able to marry Dr 
Rao whom she loved. Dr Rao was a good friend who not only guided 
her in her writings, but also inspired her in nationalism and made her 
wear khadi. However, he did not consider marriage with Kuntala 
Kumari possible. Kuntala Kumari thought that the main hurdle to the 
marriage was her religion, and so converted to Brahmo religion in 
1924. But that did not help in bringing about the marriage. 


She continued writing at a frenetic pace. She had no doubt in 
her mind that her destiny was to be a writer. When she was leaving 
school at the age of 16, she had written a farewell poem in which she 
had prayed to God that she should be given blessing to become famous 
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as a gatherer of flowers in her mother tongue. After the novel and 
the collection of poems (1923), she published regularly in literary 
journals and in 2924 came out with her second collection of poem 
Uchchwas. This volume included her first poem Tara Prati and had 
an introduction by the well known writer Nanda Kishore Bal. That 
year a poem written by her was used as the inaugural song of the 
Utkala Samilani. At this time she had also written a poem in English 
called ‘The Neglected Land’ in which she called Orissa a ‘land of 
famine, fire, flood’ and ‘home of pain and misery’. 


In 1925, Calcutta University published Typical Selections from 
Oriya literature and Kuntala Kumari was at the age of 24, the 
youngest writer to be included in it. She also published her second 
novel Parashamani at this time. As a mater of fact, by this time, 
Kuntala Kumari had become a legend in Orissa and was getting 
adulatory letters from writers praising her poetry. A ladies’ organization 
in Puri (in 1925) gave her the title Utkala Bharati — a name by which 
she is still known. What is surprising is that the Mukti Mandap pandit 
sabha, an association of fundamentalist Brahmins in the Puri Jagannath 
Temple gave her, a Christian turned Brahmo, a letter of appreciation 
praising her poetry and wising her a long life to enrich Oriya literature. 
She even got letters from admirers saying that she would get the 
Nobel Prize. Kuntala Kumari’s reaction to one such letters was: I 
may not get the prize, but I would like to be worthy of it. 


Her personal life was, in the mean time, getting more and more 
complicated. Rao had been transferred to Balasore. Chakradhar’s 
mother was not too happy about Kuntala Kumari laying a claim on 
her son. In September 1926, Kuntala Kumari took Chakradhar with 
her to visit Dr Rao at Balasore and there Rao’s wife welcomed them 
and also made Chakradhar her ‘son’ making them all a strange family. 
However, when Kuntala Kumari visited Rao two months later, his 
wife abused her and threw her out of the house. A third visit in April 
1927 went off better. Rao’s wife seems to have had a change of 
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heart and she accepted Kuntala Kumari. Kuntala Kumari was so 
overjoyed that she wrote to Chakradhar: I am thrilled by this 
unexpected union. This strange happening is something that occurs 
only in a novel. I think I will get the Nobel Prize now. 


The same year Kuntala Kumari published her next novel Na 
Tundi and it became a best seller. Another novel Raghu Arakhita 
followed soon after. She also made another attempt to find a way out 
of the marriage impasse: in April 1928 she wrote a letter to the 
secretary, Mukti Mandap pandit sabha seeking advice, and sent 
Chakradhar to Puri to find out from the learned pandit how a Christian 
woman turned Brahmo could marry a Hindhu, who was already 
married. The pundit sent her a message that he was pondering the 
problem and advised her to wait for a year. 


Kuntala Kumari collected her nationalist and patriotic poem 
under the title Sphulinga and sent it in to the press. Her earlier 
poems in Anjali were love poems inspired by and written for her 
lover, and were addressed to him; the readers and the critics however, 
had taken them to be spiritual and devotional poems and the ‘thou’ in 
the poem was interpreted to mean God (and not Dr Rao). In the next 
collection Uchchwas, the poem were about nature — there were 
odes to the star, to the shefali flower and to the moon and there were 
poems about Kamala and Kamini and the sahakar tree. But in the 
present collection Sphuling, the poems were on the subject of 
patriotism and nationalism. Like millions of her generation, she had 
been inspired by Gandhi and had once even dabbled with the idea of 
going to Sabarmati Ashram and living there. 


Shefali prati is Kuntala Kumari’s best known poem and finds 
a place in every anthology. However, the most quoted lines from 
Kuntala Kumari are from a poem in Sphulinga. It begins: 


Listen to me, my brother, 
Man is not born 


To die in grief 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


Or drown in sorrow... 

The poem ends with these lines: 
You are children 

Of an eternal radiance; 

For you, there is no death. 


Another important poem in this collection was Nari Shakti, 
which was partly in reply to Katherine Mayo’s infamous Mother India. 
Kuntala Kumari wrote: 


Do not circulate stories 

Of oppression of women in India. 
Let not foreigners 

Proudly propagate 

The miseries of Indian women. 


While Kuntala Kumari’s literary fame was spreading far and 
wide, her personal life was in the doldrums, for she was yet to find a 
way to marry the man she loved. At this time she came across a new 
item in the daily Samaj newspaper that one Vachaspati Shastri of 
Delhi was working for emancipation of helpless and desperate 
women. Desperate as she was, Kuntala Kumari wrote to this person 
about her problem and there was an exchange of letters. After a few 
letters, the gentleman arrived in person at Kuntala Kumari’s door 
one fine morning in May 1928, and matters moved very fast then on. 


This self styled Dr K.P. Brahmachari Vachaspati Shastri claimed 
to be a religious preacher and globe-trotter; (he even claimed he had 
fought in the Boer war in Africa) but he was, in reality, a small-time 
crook and confidence man from Kendrapara in Orissa, who had 
worked as a compo under for some time before joining the Arya 
Samaj. It was even suspected that he was trafficking in women. 
However, Kuntala Kumari, who was susceptible to theosophic 
hallucinations found in this man her god and saviour and saw him as 
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the real Krishna and an incamation of Vishnu. She treated him as 
such as long as he stayed in Cuttack. 


The literary fall-out of this meeting was that in a short period 
Kuntala Kumari wrote a series of poems for this god incarnate, which 
were later (1930) published as Radha- Krishna love poems under the 
title Prema Chintamani. Readers compared these poems to the 
mediaeval Bhakti poetry of Orissa and Pandit Godavarish Mishra 
even did an English translation of the book. Brahmachari now had 
Kuntala Kumari under his wings and undertook the responsibility of 
getting her married to Rao. He also convinced her that the son to be 
born: from her wombs was going to be a messiah. He decided that 
they would take Rao to Delhi where the marriage would take place. 
Kuntala Kumari therefore wound up her affairs in Cuttack and she, 
Brahmachari and Chakradhar (her ‘son’ and future biographer) went 
to Ghatshila where Rao was then posted. Rao, however, refused to 
go to Delhi under the plea that he had been unable to get leave, but 
promised to join them there later. On July 2, 1928 Kuntala Kumari 
and Brahmachari left for Delhi; she had not imagined that she was 
leaving Orissa for good and that she would be spending the rest of 
her life in Delhi. 


When Rao did not come to Delhi, Kuntala Kumari sent 
Brahmachari to Ghatshila again, but Ire could not persuade Rao. In 
the meantime, ‘she wrote to Chakradhar, her Arya Samaja hostess 
were pressurizing her (Chakradhara slyly comments that the lady 
was only too willing) to get married to some one else. She was finally 
converted to Arya Samaja on the 24" July 1928, and ten days later, 
her marriage was performed according to Vedic Hindu rites. When 
Rao learnt about it, he wrote to Chakradhar: “When you hear this, 
you will go deaf, your eyes will lose sight and your mind will blow— 
your mother has married Brahmachari”. Kuntala Kumari, however, 
wrote to Chakradhar that because of her penance of a thousand 
years, she got the real Sri Krishna as her husband, like she had written 
in Prema Chintamani. Her ecstasy was, however, to be short- lived. 
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Kuntala Kumarti resumed her medical profession in Delhi and 
soon had a roaring practice. She continued to write and published 
Ahwan (1930) a poem with patriotic and nationalistic fervour. The 
book was proscribed adding to her stature. She took part in social 
and literary activities in Delhi, made friends with writers like Jainendra 
Kumar and established a literary organization— Bharati Tapovan. 
She involved herself in nationalist activities and when Bhagat Singh 
was hanged (1931) she wrote a poem in English and circulated it in 
the Karachi session of the Congress. She edited some short-lived 
Hindi and English journals, addressed meetings, participated in Arya 
Samaj and women’s activities and wrote a series of fiery letters from 
Delhi which were published in Oriya journals to great acclaim. She 
tried her hand at Hindi poetry and published a collection of poems in 
Hindi called varmala. She was much feted and felicitated as a great 
writer both in Dethi and in Orissa. 


However, the fact of the matter is that she had lost her voice 
and her poetic muse was dead by 1930. Brahmachari, her husband, 
was least interested in literature and wanted Kuntala Kumari to devote 
all her times to making money. As she wrote a letter to Chakradhar: 
Brahmachari is a business man...who would not put me to anything 
unless there was money in it.” The clinic she had started under the 
tittle Bharati Medical Hall: Chemists and Druggists had, by 1931, 
became Kuntala and Brahmachari (India) Ltd, bankers, exporters 
and importers, manufacturers representative and distributing agents, 
manufacturers of drugs, medicines and chemical products. She had 
also given birth to two daughters (in1929 and 1932). Brahamachari 
who wanted to become a crorepati entered into other ventures, got 
into litigation and lost heavily. He started misbehaving with Kuntala 
Kumari even before visitors and expected her to observe some purdah. 
Her family life became one long misery. However she produced two 
nondescript books Odianka Kandana (Lamentation of Oriyas) and 
Gadajat Krushak (farmers of princely states) during this period. 
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In March 1937, she gave birth to a son and thought that the 
great prophecy was going to be fulfilled, but the child died after 45 
days. She lost her health, became depressed and lost her balance of 
mind. She recovered when she carried again and in June 1938 she 
wrote a letter to Chakradhar giving him good news. It was his last 
letter to him and in this letter she had asked him to write her biography. 


On 23" August at 5 P.M. her labour pains started. She was 
convinced that she was this time going to give birth to the future 
messiah. She had wanted the super child to be born in secrecy and 
so did not go to a hospital; instead she instructed Brahmachari what 
to do. At 7p.m. she gave birth to a child. The nurse told her that it 
was a boy. Kuntala Kumari started laughing in joy and then fainted. 
Brahmachari gave her an injection (Chakradhar says, in haste and 
carelessly), and Kuntala Kumari was dead. She was only 37. 


Thus ended an eventful and fiery life at a young age. Kuntala 
Kumari’s creative life was very short— hardly ten years. But during 
these years she had written abundantly and exuberantly. Writer 
Godavarish Mohapatra had advised her not to shine as bright star, 
but to flash as a comet. Kuntala kumari had done exactly that. 


JP Das 
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Ode to Sahakara 


Sahakara! 

Whom do you belong to Sahakara, 

Tam thinking about it. 

Why does your body look so beautiful today? 
O you mango tree! 

Whom do you hope to come, 

So you adom yourself so much? 

New mango-flowers are blossoming, 

The breeze spreads its fragrance. 

Bees come humming. 
O you king of trees! 

Why do you bedeck so nicely? 

It is fragrance time. 

Calm and sweet breeze is blowing. 

Flowers are blooming, 

Cuckoos are singing, 

Adorned with fragrance of flowers, you tree, 

You are ready to meet the lovely spring. 
Tell me o best tree! 

Are you a devotee or a lover of the Spring? 

Flowers are blossoming everywhere. 


It seems fragrance increases hundred times more. 
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It seems holding delicate flower bouquets, 
The deep green foliage 
Are waiting to greet the Spring. 
2 
Filled with nectar the earth enjoys 
And laughs in great joy. 
It seems nectar fills every leaf in every bough. 


A look at these makes the heart content! 


Adorned like a bridegroom 
And overwhelmed with love and joy, 
The Spring came to earth, his wife. 
The touch of the gentle vernal breeze 
Filled the earth with blossoms. 
It seems the earth burst into laughter. 
Lotuses bloomed in ponds 
And the sun shone with love. 
3 
Adorned with flowers like 
Palasa, ashok, lotus, niali, kamini 
And dressed in the golden rays of the sun 
Today the lovely earth is waiting for the Spring. 
It seems waves of joy spread everywhere! 
The earth shines beautifully 
Like a loving and charming new girl! 
It seems, like a shy new bride, 
It spreads sweet love through 
Fragrance of flowers by gentle breeze! 
18 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


Birds sing melodious songs in joy, 

And forests resound in their sweet voice. 

The music of the gentle breeze 

And the humming of honeybees 

Make it seem someone plays the veena 

Or animates and inanimates are singing 

The wedding song of the earth and the Spring. 
Now tree! 

Mango-flowers are blooming 

Amid new leaves on your branches. 

It seems you are decked 

Like friends of a bride. 

Or you have stood 

Holding flower bouquets 

To enhance the loveliness of the wedding. 

Do you want to bring 

The Spring, the bridegroom, to the earth 

Binding him with garlands of mango-flowers? 


You feel joyous seeing others joy. 


4 
Big tree! 
Tell me where I shal! get 
An object to compare with you. 
How lovely leaves, colouring in green 
God has arranged in order! 
Every bough is full of blossoms 


Only you are the comparison of your own. 
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O you mango tree! 
Who can know your virtues 
Except poor Indians! 
You are really the loving portrait of the Spring! 
Hundreds of trees stand on the earth. 
Tell me, which one surpasses you 
In loveliness, softness, delicacy and calmness 
And is filled with nectar! 
When honeybees hum amidst green leaves 
And mango-flowers bloom in mango groves 
In the morning of the new Spring, 
When cuckoos sing in your secret holes, 
And breeze brings those sweet music, 
It enters my ears all on a sudden 
And surges agonies of heart. 
It seems a distant voice stirs my heart 
And tears stream down my cheeks in love. 


5 
O you Shakara! 
Of all trees, you are adorned with all beauties. 
Can any one equal you in looks and virtues? 
Your flowers and fruits are treasures of India. 
What juicy, what sweet, what colourful, what lovely fruits! 
Can apples of foreign countries 
Be equal to your fruits of nectar? 
How can diamond and dew equal 
In looks and qualities any time? 
How can brass equal gold! 
How can pear! equal dew! 
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© mango tree! 
How can I forget your calm green picture? 
You are not very big, not very small. 
Yet you are chief among the immovables. 
Not looks, but virtues are great in the world. 
When the dry and thirsty earth 
Looks like a desert in the summer, 
A look at your green portrait 
Takes away all sorrow. 
Gentle breeze moves 
Under the deep foliage. 
Fruits hang from boughs. 
Monkeys dance on boughs 
Plucking mangoes before time. 
Jungles look attractive, 
Fruits look appetizing. 
You bear all oppression without complaint, 
How lovingly you behave with your enemies! 
O you tree! 
You surpass humans in tolerance. 
You give shadow to the one who sears you. 
You possess so much beauty, 
Yet you are not proud. 
Covered with fruits, 
You remain looking down to the ground. 
Iam proud, I am blind. 
How can I equal you! 
21 
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A true possessor of virtue is humble and great. 
An ignorant person becomes proud in vain. 
Do you teach others silently this lesson? 
O you juicy tree! 
You hint at my self-illusion. 
You give endless shadow to travellers 
Who are scorched, tired 
And worn out in hot summer. 
Do you give example of your humble duty 
Of doing well to others? 
Teach me how I can be 
Meek and humble like you. 
I shall do service to 
The world without hesitation. 
I shall take away much pain of others 
With my little efforts. 
I shall do good to others 
And get nothing in return. 


# * + 


22 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


Ode to Night-Jasmine 


Night-Jasmine! 
You are blooming secretly in some distant trees, 
Your fragrance comes floating in the breeze, 
Seated at the window, I look at the newly-risen moon, 
Smiling, it rises in the distant sky. 
Am I dreaming, overwhelmed by emotion! 
As if losing my senses, 
I wander in the land of dreams. 
My vast heart-land is filled with vision; 
Eyes half-closed, I see this vast universe, 
Overflowing with loveliness. 
Night-Jasmine, do you pour 
Your nectar of fragrance on it? 
Seated at the window 
At the end of an autumnal day 
My mind is filled with emotion of love. 
Overwhelmed by joy, tears roll down my eyes, 
Chords of my heart ring with heavenly music, 
In a moment I think, I am in heaven! 
The day passed in tiring hard labour, 
Worries, disease and sorrow made me suffer; 
As the sun set slowly in the west, 


Singing the glory of the evening, 
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Birds returned to their nests, 
Night smeared darkness on the face of the earth. 
Bedecking the blue sky with their faint smiles and shining eyes, 
Hundreds of stars appeared, apparelled in brightness. 
Smeared with nectar, the moon rose. 
As if nectar was poured on the earth, 
As if the earth-queen forgot her sorrow! 
Separated from the sun, 
The earth had shed silent tears in the dark, 
Her eyes down, her face sad. 
The moon rose, the moon beam kissed the floor. 
Clad in lovely white, the earth smiled. 
Filled with longings of love, 
Night-Jasmine, you blossomed! 
Night-Jasmine! 
In the breeze, your faint fragrance comes floating, 
Secretly, my eager heart is filled with longing! 
As if my sorrows vanish in a moment, 
Many dreams fill my mind in this quietness 
I feel, as if I reach heaven in a moment! 
Night-Jasmine! 
You are tiny, but filled with so much nectar, 
Who can know the pranks of God, 
It is strange and beyond knowledge! 
You are blooming, hidden amidst leaves, 
Yet your fragrance fills my heart with longings. 
Tell me o flower, who is the artisan 
Who has made you! 
24 
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What light, what lovely, what sweet fragrance, 
But with ugly leaves, the jungle appears. 
Beside rough leaves, flower you bloom with qualities. 
Remaining hidden, you enthrall 

The world with your fragrance. 

God creates the great, amidst low ones. 

God has created lotus in the mud, 

Inside seashell, He has put pearls. 

Lightning shines in black clouds, 

Black cuckoo owns melodious voice. 

Tiny like you, nothing on earth is worthless. 


Night-Jasmine! 
Your shape I see in imagination, 
Thinking of you, I feel joyous. 
Blossoming for a night, you permeate 
The world with fragrance. 
Your short life has noble ends. 
For being a small one, 
Why should 1 feel helpless? 


Night-Jasmine! 
I am small, I am poor, 
A speck of dust in the world, 
I cannot think of the vast world. 
Though! am small, my birth is not without goal, 
Eternal end is not decreed in my fate, 
I shall bloom for a night 
And fall down in the morn! 
Night-Jasmine! 
Every day I see you 
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Falling at the root of the tree, 
Your white petals covered with dew. 
It seems your fair body is 
Made of crystal and coral, 
Filled with enthralling fragrance. 
What tender, what lovely, what charming growth. 
Gathering you with care, I make a garland. 
Thrilled at your loving touch, 
I put you around my neck. 
I show my affection, 
Touching you slowly with my lips. 
You are lifeless, 
How can you know my longings? 
How much I love you 
Secretly in my heart? 
Night-Jasmine! 
Itell you everything, 
Are you alive my friend? 
But my heart suffers pangs of much pain. 
On my own I tell you to listen, 
Only you know flower 
Whether you listen or not, 
Whether you know or not my many sweet-talk. 
But, telling I get comfort. 
It does not matter if you know or not. 
I shall be telling you day and night, 
And my heart will be at peace. 
Itell you to listen, o flower, 
The pangs of my heart, 
You may not listen, 


Another person will listen. 
26 
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Night-Jasmine! 
At the end of my life, I shall fall, 
Would He not gather me with care and love? 
Before my soul, a lovely flower, is trampled, 
He will gather it and adorn His home with it. 
He will please my heart with lots of love. 
Night-Jasmine! 
Like you, I am tiny, like you short-lived. 
I smile, I give fragrance, ] please. 
But, I am short-lived; 
You will mingle with dust, 
I will mingle with dust. 
Yet my soul, a flower, will not wither; 


O night-jasmine! So I pass time with hope! 
The end of my life is not death any time, 


I have not blossomed in the bough of life to die. 

There is a lovely garden, 

Where I shall bloom for ever, 

And enchant my dearest God 

With nectarous fragrance of eternal and heavenly love. 
Night-Jasmine! 

Your mortal body is so charming. 

I do not know how beautiful 

My soul, a flower, is. 

If you are dear to my eyes, 

I do not believe I shall appear 

Mean to His eyes. 


I shall blossom for ever, I will die never. 
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O Brother man 


Listen o brother man! 
Man is not born to waste away pining, 
To die from drowning. 
It is not decreed in man’s fate 
To pass his life in sighs hundreds, 
Despairing in deep darkness, 

In the prison of eternal bondage, 
Humiliation, deprivation, suffering and pain. 
This vast world does not travel 

On the path of destruction. 

It does not nurture death. 

Listen o brother man! 

You are the children shining in nectar, 
You have no death. 

2 

Listen, listen men and women! 
This world is not a place 
For luxurious enjoyment of life for ever. 
Fate does not decree, 
You will oppress cruelly the weak, 
And quench your thirst with blood. 
Offering yourself with bowed head, 
You will kill yourself. 
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This lovely world does not travel 
On the path of destruction. 
It does not nurture death. 

3 
Listen people of the world! 
This is a good place for work. 
Spend your strength in work. 
Leave your shyness, fear, insult and ego 
And wake up with spirit. 
Win the test of beastliness and godliness, 
And get the stamp of bravery. 
Lay down your life to protect 
The world created by God 
And make Him your debtor. 

4 
Listen, listen you conqueror, 
You can win over your six senses, 
Which are your enemies. 
You can be worshipped by God. 
Your place is among the stars. 
Hundreds of wound on your body, 
Streams'of blood from you, 
Can never give you pain, 
Can never make you weak? 
Stains of hundreds sins 
Can never make you low, 
Can never make you miserable. 
You are the blessed son of God. 
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Snap the string of century-old death, 
And follow the path of eternal life. 
* 
Small and Big 
The small adores the small, the big adores the big, 
A bud can never be equal to a flower! 
A big thing that grows like the full moon 
Can never grow bigger than this. 
A flower never blossoms again, 
Only a bud blooms. 
Iam tiny, very small indeed, 
But one day I shall grow big. 
The small becomes big, 
The broken becomes one piece, 
The man behind comes forward. 
So I always remain behind, 
Thinking I am small. 
For being small, I never 
Feel ashamed and low, 
If I can grow big. 
A flower never blossoms again 
Only a bud blossoms. 
* 
Exhortation 
The commander has called on you today, 
Awake the brave sons of India. 
Girding up your loins one by one, 
Come to this wonderful battle field of non-co-operation. 
30 
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The brave and virtuous people of India, 

Come, listening to the call of the commander. 

The saintly and brave Gandhi is your leader, 

Arise young men and women, remembering Lord Siva. 
Gun and cannon are not needed here, 

Your life is your weapon here, 

Drops of your blood are your bullet and gun powder. 
Come with this weapon. 

Your commander calls on you, 

Come someone who will lay down his life first, 
Come together Hindus, Muslims, Sikhs, 

Parsees, Buddhists, Jews, Christians. 

This Hindustan is your dwelling place 

Her insult is your disgrace. 

You are called to the battle field of dharma 

Listen the horn is blown. 

Leaving fear and anxiety, awake the big and small, 
Your great strength is your will-power. 

Brave destroyer of enemies, arise with resolve, 
Wipe out monsters in great valour. 

Soldiers of India arise like soldiers of Lord Krishna. 
Gandhi, like Lord Bishnu, is your leader. 

Young men of India, the assets of India 

You shine like the fire of holy libation. 

You are the hope of India, the sons of India. 

Arise, your country calls you, and lay down your life. 
Have you ever heard, 

Defenseless people fighting with those having arms? 


For destroying the power of beastliness, 
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Banishing oppression from the earth, 
Slaying the soldiers of monsters, 
Lord Srinibash is your helper. 


Whose bones are tougher than the thunderbolt? 
Who will offer his life smiling merrily? 

The sun of your fate will rise this time. 

The time has come for testing your luck. 

Today the great saint Mohan Karamchand 

Is your leader in this battle of dharma. 

The defenseless and fearless young soldiers of India, 
Arise, holding the flag of dharma. 

Lord Jagannath will march ahead of you in this battle, 
He will drive away all misfortune with His discus. 
Shouting ‘Glory to Mother Shankar’, 

Arise, the brave sons of India. 

Today, in the great march for the battle of dharma, 
Eternal trumpet is blown and endless song is heard. 
These sounds ring in the air and the skies 

From Kumarica to the Himalayas. 

Who is the valiant son of India 

Whose heart is stirred by the fiery call? 

Whose blood boils in his veins and 

Whose arteries flare like lightning flashes? 

Whose heart leaps up with the pride of the brave? 
Who is drunk by the love of his country? 

Whose heart moves for the honour of his country? 


Who will give up his life for her? 


ket 
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Novels 
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Misconception 


Chapter-1 


The room was spacious and well-decorated according to the 
taste of a Hindu household. Big and attractive pictures of gods and 
goddesses were hung on its walls. It is not necessary to describe all 
pictures. I shall describe only one. It was an exceedingly lovely blue 
portrait of Lord Sri Krishna, standing under a kadamba tree, a flute in 
his hand, a garland of wild flowers around his neck, wearing a yellow 
loin-cloth and a peacock’s feather tucked into his hair. In the portrait, 
Sri Radha, his consort, embraced him from behind. They stood on a 
lotus in the blue waves of the Yamuna. Ducks joyously swam in the 
river Kalindi. A tender girl sat on a soft bed on the floor, gazing at the 
portrait. Paans were kept in a small silver box before her. The girl’s 
features and the manner in which she had dressed and decorated 
herself seemed she came of a high karan family. Her face was very 
beautiful, very delicate. She might be a ten-year-old; but it is impossible 
to describe in words the beauty of this little girl. She was beautiful 
like the fully opened lotus floating in the waves of the Yamuna in the 
portrait above. Otherwise, who did she look like? She was lovely. 
Her wavy tresses that looked like the flowing blue waves of the 
Kalindi, swung on her back in the breeze. She was charming, because 
her sitting, so to say, lit up the bed and the room. Of all the pictures 
hung on the wall and her own living portrait, she was the best. It was 
not that she was beautiful like a heroine described by a poet or imagined 
by a novelist. But, she was charming, because a current of wonderful 
loveliness flowed through her delicate body. Her eyes, her nose, her 
forehead, her chin and her white pearl-like teeth were all extremely 
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beautiful. As a fully opened blossom makes the leaf near it look 
attractive, the presence of the beautiful girl made the room attractive. 


Another young lady lay on the other part of the bed. She, too, 
was beautiful. But the beauty of this lady, whose youth blossomed 
forth, was nothing compared to the beautiful shapely body of the 
tender girl. A look at them would immediately tell the difference. A 
marvelous sweetness of innocence and incomparable simplicity shone 
in every part of the body of the little girl. Her two large liquid eyes 
looked like the calm moon floating in the autumnal sky! On the other 
hand, a crooked sidelong glance appeared in the corners of the young 
lady’s eyes and a crooked smile played on her lovely lips. Both were 
beautiful. The former was like fragrant and soft white tulip that 
blossoms at the end of a summer day. The latter was like proud sun 
flower. The former was beautiful like night-jasmine which is found 
strewn on the ground in the autumnal morning. The latter one, who 
was proud, looked like a red balsom flower which blossoms in the 
morning during the rainy season. Both were named after flowers. 
The former was called Sephalee and the latter, Malati. Sephalee was 
beautiful, innocent affectionate and delicate like night-jasmine as her 
name suggests. Malati was just her opposite by nature. She was 
beautiful, but shrewd, witty and overflowed with youthfulness. 


Sephalee was the daughter of a zamindar. She was the princess 
of the mansion. She was night jasmine, the queen among flowers. 
Malati was the daughter of a person who worked under the zamindar. 
She was cunning. She was a friend of Sephalee. She flattered her 
and was sharp witted and diplomatic by nature. 


: Malati sat beside her master’s daughter and gossiped endlessly. 
It was as if she kept open the gossip-box. It was past one p.m. 
Sephalee felt a little drowsy. Malati did not notice this and went on 
gossiping. Suddenly, hearing a sound, they were startled. ‘What 
happened Anu baboo,’ saying, bewildered Malati sat up. Sephalee 
was stunned. Her whole body trembled. Anu slipped and her head 
was injured. Blood flowed from his head. His dress was drenched in 
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blood. His screaming made the cook, attendant, barber and maid- 
servant rush into the room within no time. Someone poured water on 
him, someone bandaged his head, someone ran to call the doctor and 
someone else only shouted. But Anu lay unconscious. 


Doctor Digambara Chaudhury examined the injury on Anu’s 
head and said it was not serious. Hearing this, Harihara’s family felt 
relieved. Sephalee’s heart which shivered out of fear calmed. Tears 
in Malati’s moist eyes ceased. 


Anu lay in his bed. Sephalee who was mercy incarnate sat by 
him like a statue. She was affectionate to Anu like a little sister and 
took care of him like a mother. Sephalee’s heart lay with Anu and 
was attentive to him. Anu was dearer to her than a brother. He was 
her childhood friend and playmate. They shared their joys and sorrows; 
strolled together; and read together. Anu belonged to her. Now 
Sephalee could not enjoy bathing and eating. She did not feel like 
playing and frolicking. Day in and day out, she passed her time near 
Anu and did not feel tired. Anu was a tender thirteen-year-old boy. 
He was being raised by Harihara baboo. 


Harihara Chotray was the zamindar of the area. He owned 
immense wealth and opulence and was very kind, but Harihara, who 
was a blessed son of Mother Kamala, the goddess of wealth, was 
deprived of the grace of goddess Sasthi who blesses men with 
offspring. So his wife Indumukhi who possessed matchless beauty 
and immense wealth looked upon herself as utterly unfortunate and 
passed her days in great sorrow. Ten years passed after her marriage, 
she observed many pujas, but her wish for an offspring was not 
fulfilled. So she travelled many places of pilgrimage. But all this did 
not fulfill her wish. In the mean time, a very pious man named 
Ghanshyam Mohanty came from Cuttack district and took shelter in 
the zamindari of Harihara Chhotary. He was in a state of utter 
destitution on account of family feuds. His wife, Sushila Dei, had left 
this mortal world after the birth of their only son Anangamohan. 
Ghanshyam lived with his tender two-year-old son in the house of 
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the zamindar baboo and worked as the dewan of his zamindari. When 
Indumukhi found Anu who had lost his mother, her joy knew no 
bounds. Anu remained with her day in and day out. Even after 
performing everything for Anu with her own hands, Indumukhi did 
not feel satisfied. 


At the time, she was blessed with a baby by the will of God and 
all her sorrow came to an end. At the joyous moment of the dawn of 
Aswin, an extremely beautiful daughter, like the incarnation of goddess 
Dawn, was born in the house of Harihara. It seemed as if a flower 
blossomed in the mirthless desert and lit it up. 


At that time Dussera was being celebrated; the mansion of the 
zamindar was crowded with people. Along with the arrival of the 
Mother goddess Annapurna, a daughter was born as Her loving image 
and lit up the lap of Indumukhi. Their big courtyard bustled with joy 
and merry-making. Kinswomen and women from the neighbourhood 
_ all_ rushed to see her daughter. Old grandfather took her as goddess 
Annaapurna herself and tears of joy rolled down his eyes. 


The baby was like a moming flower, an autumnal flower, a 
flower for puja, and a necklace of the mother goddess_she was named 
Sephalika as wished by Harihara. Offering Sephalika at the sacred 
feet of goddess Jagadamba, elderly Dinabandhu and his son Harihara 
expressed their gratitude. The shameful stain of Indumukhi was wiped 
out. Her longing for motherhood was fulfilled. 

Sephalee grew like the dark spot in the moon in the autumn day 
by day. The day on which the baby girl was ceremoniously fed with 
Tice, Dinabandhu joined the tender palm of her to the tender palm of 
Anu with the consent of all others. Joyous drums were played. 

Like a child’s play, a novel wedding was held. The joy of 
Indumukhi; and Harihara was completed. The hope of Ghanashyam 
was realized. Since then Anu and Sephalee had been growing like 
two flowers on one stem. Their big court yard resounded with the 
fun and frolicking of the two kids. So much joy! Indu had never 
dreamt of so much happiness. On seeing the boy and the girl, her 
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heart overflowed. Both of them belonged to her; this little couple 
was her greatest treasure, her invaluable wealth. While playing, both 
of them jumped on to the lap of their mother. They quarreled for her 
lap as she was the mother of both. 


Three years after the birth of Sephalee, suddenly Ghanashyam 
babu was afflicted by cholera and left for his heavenly abode. Losing 
a suitable dewan, all the subjects felt broken-hearted. Anu became 
fatherless. 


Now Sephalee was a ten-year-old. Anu was thirteen years old. 
Anu studied in the last class at the local school .The zamindar babu 
was very careful of his study; he never neglected to coach his would- 
be son-in-law by a tutor at home. He was a man of modern taste; but 
not an anglicized sahib. His family was a pure Hindu family; so there 
was no obstacle in Sephalee studying at the girls’ school set up by 
him. She passed upper primary successfully. She was good at stitching, 
art and cooking. 


Her father brought over a decent widow named Saraju from 
Calcutta, searching a lot, and arranged to instruct his daughter many 
things at home. Sephalee was the heiress to the zamindari; he wanted 
that she should be knowledgeable, good at work and a good housewife. 
Though Indumukhi could not be regarded as an instance of the greatest 
ideal of Hindu woman, she was very meek and mild and solely devoted 
to her husband. She was simple and a stranger to crookedness; 
Sephalee was like the gem of her eyes. She was devoted to bringing 
her up very carefully and imparting her good instructions. 

* ¥* ¥+ 
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The Dark Bride 
Chapter 1 
Who was this Beauty? 


Who was this beautiful lady sitting at the edge of the pond in 
the evening, her cheek resting in her palm, and engrossed in deep 
thought? Stars appeared in the sky; jasmines blossomed in the garden; 
bats hung from trees; the cattle were driven back to their shed; women 
returned to the village carrying water-filled pitchers; but, she seemed 
oblivious of everything that was going on around her. Who was she, 
her hand on her cheek, holding the rim of the pitcher and stretching 
her legs to the edge of the water? Why were hot tears streaming 
down her lily-blue eyes? Readers! She was a child-widow. Her name 
was Lakshmi. 


Kamala performed many a religious penance, pious charity and 
went on a pilgrimage. When a baby was born to her eighteen years 
after her marriage, Mishra’s house burst with joy, although it was a 
girl. Mishre was a rich trader. Every year lakhs of rupees were earned 
by him through huge transactions in paddy, rice, coconut, betel-nut, 
pulang, mango, jack-fruit, sugar-cane etc. One to two batis of paddy 
fields yielded plenty; cows and calves without number were in the 
cowshed; the house overflowed, so to say, with milk and ghee. There 
was no dearth of male and female servants, maid-servants and 
attendants, and labourers and farm-hands; but, one thing was lacking: 
Mishre was childless. He had married four wives; but none of them 
was fortunate enough to be blessed with a baby. So it could easily be 
imagined how it was a matter of great joy on the part of that family 
when, at last, eighteen years.after her marriage, his second wife, 
Kamala, gave birth to a daughter. Mishre performed the birth 
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ceremonies of his daughter with great pomp. And before the daughter 
was seven years of age, he married her off to a ten-year-old Brahmin 
boy named Pitambara, who was possessed of all the auspicious signs. 
Lakshmi was the darling daughter of four mothers. It would not be 
an exaggeration to say that she was the apple of her father’s eye. 
But fate dealt a harsh blow to Lakshmi. She was widowed at the age 
of ten. The enormous wealth and immense love of her parents could 
not eliminate the agony of her life of eternal desolation. 


Lakshmi was widowed; the only blossom of the large family 
withered prematurely; her parents’ dream of having a grandson was 
shattered. Who could have patience after this? True, Lakshmi was 
the daughter of a rich man; but, could scriptures point a way out for 
her? The ten-year-old child was stripped of her ornaments, and when 
arrangements were made to feed her habisha, Kamala fell 
unconscious. It would not have mattered if destiny had not blessed 
her with an offspring; destiny blessed her with only one child and 
decreed so much suffering in her daughter’s life. Fun-loving Lakshmi 
was not aware of anything, she did not even know who her husband 
was. When ornaments were forcibly taken off her body, she cried so 
much, implored everyone to give them back to her; but who was there 
to listen to her? The vermillion mark was wiped off her forehead; 
ornaments were taken away from her hands; lac-dye was washed off 
her feet. In making arrangements feeding Lakshmi habisha rice Kamala 
herself partook of it. All traces of joy and merry-making disappeared 
from their house. All were now afloat in an ocean of grief. 

Ekadashi, the day for the widow to observe fasting without 
taking even a drop of water, arrived. That day, Achyuta Mishra could 
not take even a morsel of rice. Lakshmi was very delicate; fasting 
made her frail, but the parents could do nothing except shedding tears. 
Yelling, ‘Water, water’, the girl fainted; a drop of water was poured 
into her ear; but no attempt was made to moisten her parched throat. 


Her mother could not bear this prolonged suffering of her 
daughter. Her ceaseless worrying made her ill. At last death put an 
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end to all her agony. Worrying about his daughter, Achyuta Mishra 
became restless. He gave the charge of all his material possessions 
to a distantly related nephew and went on a pilgrimage with his 
daughter. But he could not find peace in anything. Even the scourge 
of widowhood could not stop Lakshmi from attaining her youth. Her 
beauty began to blossom forth. 

Lakshmi was a most beautiful woman. Whoever saw the 
incomparable charm of her dark body, the delicacy of youth in her 
limbs, her thick wavy black tresses and large blue-lily eyes, gazed at 
her for some time. But what was the use? The agony of a frustrated 
life and the cruel mockery of a doomed future corroded Lakshmi bit 
by bit. She understood that there was no place for her in this world. 
She could not know for which sin of her previous birth she was cursed 
with eternal widowhood. Only hot tears of bitter grief streamed down 
her eyes. 


Lakshmi was fourteen years old. She had received a little 
education, thanks to her father. She had gathered knowledge by 
visiting places of pilgrimage; yet no solace could come to her heart. 
Why was she alive today in this world, her life cursed with utter 
loneliness and desolation? Why were all the enjoyments of the world 
denied to her? Why was she today deprived of the pleasure of 
womanhood and motherhood? What crime, what sin caused this 
burning? Day and night Lakshmi brooded over her lot. She could not 
understand anything—marriage, devotion to a husband etc. What is 
marriage? Who was her husband? Who demanded her sole devotion 
to her husband? She used to ponder over all this in solitude, sitting 
alone at the edge of the pond. Evening would approach; earthen 
lamps would be lighted; household deities would be offered worship; 
but Lakshmi would not move from where she sat. She would remain 
engrossed in thought. 


Today, too, Lakshmi was absorbed in such thoughts; coming and 
pushing her from behind her friend Durlabha said, ‘Oh Nakhi! Why 
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are you sitting with the pitcher; are you thinking of tomorrow’s ekadashi? 
Swear by me! You will eat baked rice cake secretly; who will know?’ 
Durlabha loved Lakshmi very much. Hugging her, Lakshmi said, ‘Duli, 
I’m not thinking about ekadashi. I’am thinking of he who made ekadashi; 
was his heart utterly devoid of kindness? Did Providence turn him into 
stone while he was considering women’s woes?’ 


Putting her hand on Lakshmi’s mouth and checking Lakshmi’s 
sobs, Durlabha said, ‘Don’t talk like this, my dear. Are lies written in 
scriptures? If you say so, gods will bring you misfortune.’ 


Hugging her affectionately Lakshmi said, between sobs, ‘Sister, 
a fire is burning in my heart and you say that gods will bring me 
misfortune! Is there any good-luck left for me? Why didn’t I, who is 
unlucky since birth, die in my mother’s womb? Providence decreed 
my birth in a Brahmin family. ] became the cause of grief for my 
parents.” Durlabha shed silent tears. Comparing the permanent 
widowhood of nubile Lakshmi with her own happy marital life blessed 
with a husband and a son, her heart burst. She said, sorrowfully, 
‘Lakshmi, scriptures are meant only for us, the women. In the Hindu 
society, scriptures are like knives at our throats.’ 


When night descended both of them left for their homes. 


Chapter ITI 
The Child-Widow 


Lakshmi’s father, Achyuta Mishra, had four wives. Yet his 
character was not unblemished. In consequence of his youthful 
promiscuity he was deprived of the bliss of having a child. After he 
took a lot of medicines, Lakshmi was born. He suffered from various 
diseases which made him prematurely old. In the mean time, his 
darling daughter, Lakshmi, was widowed. Before this grief abated, 
Kamala breathed her last. Mishre received a severe blow. To relieve 
his pain he set out on a tour of the country under the pretext of going 
ona pilgrimage. 
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It is said, ‘One who is led astray from the very beginning, can 
never be reformed.’ His daughter’s widowhood and his wife’s death 
had filled Achyuta Mishra’s heart with grief only for a short time. 
After some days, his nature again asserted itself. 


Lakshmi was no stranger to her father’s real character. Though 
Mishre spent two hours worshipping God, recited the name of the 
Lord counting holy beads, put on saffron clothes and, muttered ‘Hari 
Hari, Shiva Shiva’, all the time, in reality, he would cheat a widow of 
her all, dispossess a peasant, calculate compound interests for his 
debtors. Robbing people was his religion. Whenever he trapped 
someone, his victim was ensnared in the tentacles of an octopus. He 
released his victim only after strangling him and sucking all his blood. 
Though none could say anything to his face, this heart-piercing curse, 
‘May you be without descendants, may there be no one to give you a 
drop of water when you die’, issued from millions of grief-stricken 
hearts. For instance, his daughter, a child-widow, was the target of 
sneers by all. Virtuous Lakshmi, who was in the prime of her life, and 
was beautiful like a half-blown dew-bathed flower, passed her days 
in her father’s house as if to atone for her father’s sins. 


But, could she pass her time? Who would not be charmed by a 
freshly blooming flower, who would not watch with loving eyes new 
buds slowly opening up? The young men of Mishra’s family watched 
Lakshmi with fascination. 

Lakshmi was a widow, but she was also beautiful. A graceful, 
sweet, charming calmness in her dark complexion drew everybody 
towards her. Widowed Lakshmi was a destitute. In these three worlds 
none was there to claim her heart, her beauty and to call her his own. 
Why would not Shyama Sundar, Nabaghana, Kedarnath, Kamalakanta 
look at her with hungry eyes? They were not to blame. The black- 
bride was so charming! As if the dark-complexioned lady was 
Draupadi of the Dwapara era! 


Lakshmi realised her condition and wept. If Providence made 
her a widow, why did It make her a paragon of beauty? To add to her 
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misfortunes, fate had snatched away her mother whose protection 
she badly needed now. She could feel the poison of jealousy hidden 
in the love of her step-mother; but what could she do? Who would 
share her sorrow in this vast world? Everybody was her enemy. Her 
father possessed immense wealth. What cannot wealth do? But 
wealth meant little in Lakshmi’s life. What would she, who needed 
nothing more than a little habisha rice once a day and a piece of 
white coarse borderless sari, do with wealth? Today, Lakshmi felt 
absolutely lonely in a huge, crowded family. 


She had read about the characters of Sita and Savitri. She, like 
them too, wished to be devoted to her husband, but she could not 
even recollect his face. In her childhood, she had seen Pitambara 
once; but, she could not remember how he looked. All she knew was 
that she had been given in marriage to him; she could not remember 
how or when she got married. She felt that she lay motionless, bound 
in the iron fetters of family customs. But her limited understanding 
could not explain to her why all that happened to her, of all people, 
what her crime against the world was. Alas, child-widow! Today you 
are a celibate; you are forced to observe habisha. And your old father 
is indulging in riotous fun with a woman called Hira. You have fettered 
a fourteen-year-old girl with the prescriptions of scriptures and have 
caged her in a hell of agony. And you, a leader of the community, an 
old man, lust after Parvati, a beautiful woman. Your body smells sweet 
with sandalwood paste and perfume; your lips are red with betel 
Juice; you cannot do without a pair of Maniabandhi and tussar loin 
clothes. But your nubile daughter who wears no ornaments and pale- 
faced, moves before you clad in a coarse, white borderless sari. 


And, oh mother! You are not done with decorating yourself 
with vermillion, bees’ wax, collyrium and red-dye at your age. You 
have reddened your lips with paan juice; you have dyed your palms 
and fingers with the paste of henna and other leaves. You cannot 
take bath without rubbing yourself with turmeric paste, kept in a cup- 
shaped wooden pot and with oil kept in a gallipot; your body tinkles 
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with jewellery. Can’t you hear the heart-piercing sigh of the widowed 
girl standing beside you? Can’t you see the teardrop hanging on her 
eyelids? 

Oh cruel women of the family! How can you eat four bowl- 
fuls of rice four times a day? You cannot relish rice unless you have 
it with fish, dried ilsa fish and roasted dried shrimp. But your husband’s 
sister and your brother’s wife lives on a morsel of sundried rice once 
a day. O you cruel society! Don’t laugh. Weep, instead. Teardrops 
from twenty lakh eyes of ten lakh widows are falling on you. If 
preserved, they would make the river Mahanadi swell. 


Chapter VI 
The Orphan Girl 


Achyuta Mishra was dead. He had had an attack of acute 
paralysis and lain bedridden for one year. It was as if he reaped the 
fruits of his sins. At last, he left for the land which lies beyond human 
comprehension. Lakshmi was now an absolute orphan. 


Lakshmi was not an orphan in the eyes of outsiders; because 
at present she had three step-mothers and more than one hundred 
cousins and relations. Her father had left her enormous wealth; but, 
in spite of everything, she lacked one thing, that was, true affection 
from her large family. 


In her family the women were envious of and the young men 
were infatuated by, sixteen-year-old Lakshmi, who possessed youth, 
beauty, riches and wealth. Many had set their eyes upon Lakshmi’s 
wealth; but Lakshmi had no way out. The reason was that this was 
now a family without a guardian. It was full of hangers-on. As a 
result of their mischief, the family fell upon a very bad time. 


Needless to say, Lakshmi’s step-mothers, Rebati and Saradha, 
were young. Rebati was barely twenty-five and Saradha was only 
twenty. Compared with the age of Mishra’s first wife, Indu, it would 
not be an exaggeration to say that Rebati and Saradha were like her 
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daughters. They were of the same age as Lakshmi. Though Lakshmi’s 
two step-mothers were widows, they were so, in name only. For that 
reason there was bad blood between Indu and her sautunis; to be 
fair, one could not blame Rebati and Saradha. Their greedy fathers 
had married them off to a rich but old groom, Achyuta Mishra, and 
got rid of their marriageable daughters. Mishre, for his part, had also 
married them in order to gratify his lust. As a result the brides were 
deprived of conjugal bliss. Somehow they had been passing time, 
enjoying the luxury of fineries and jewellery; but, when they suddenly 
became widows while still so young, it was none of their fault if they 
deviated from the path of virtue prescribed by society. 


They might be at fault; and they might not. But, even with such 
examples before her, tempting her to stray from the path of restraint 
and celibacy, Lakshmi remained steady, and stuck to the straight path. 
And that was why her life became a battle-field. She strove to remain 
virtuous; but, would people allow her to remain untainted? Why would 
they bear the fact that one remains chaste and protects oneself from 
hundreds of temptations in life with a strong will-power? It was also 
proved true in Lakshmi’s life. 


For instance, Lakshmi’s beauty and Lakshmi’s qualities attracted 
Nabaghana. Nabaghana was Saradha’s brother and was only twenty- 
four. He had subjected himself to the rigour of study only for two to 
three months in the village school run by his teacher Kanhei Nahak. 
One day, when he made mistakes while reciting the multiplication 
table, Kanhei Nahak brought the cane down on his back. Those blood- 
stained scars had not disappeared even after the lapse of eighteen 
years. Since that day he remained a total stranger to learning. He 
lived in the house of his enormously rich brother-in-law, Achyuta 
Mishra, and had no other work except flying kites, angling, watching 
opera, singing and drumming, dressing hair, wearing a stylish loin- 
cloth and taking intoxicants. He was Saradha’s only brother. Blinded 
by too much love and affection for her brother, Saradha took her 
brother’s bad qualities for good ones. So, when his lustful eyes fell on 
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Lakshmi’s body, lovely like a fresh lily, Saradha considered Lakshmi 
to be singularly fortunate. 

Then Rebati and Indu found a new way to torment Lakshmi. 
Lakshmi, whose life was hell because of the wounding words of her 
step-mothers and the malicious behaviour of Nabaghana’s wife, 
Kaushalya, suffered excruciating agonies. 


A funeral pyre burning in her heart, Lakshmi now prepared to 
put an end to her life. In spite of having so much wealth, today she 
could find no way to mitigate her suffering. | 

Lakshmi decided to spend her days in the secluded puja room, 
and pray to God in silence; but Nabaghana did not let her do that. 


Nabaghana’s behaviour grew more and more oppressive. At 
first he begged Lakshmi for favour; but failing in this, he pretended to 
Jove her, and still he could not succeed. At last he thought it best to 
take resort to brute force. 


When Lakshmi realised the depth of Nabaghana’s resolve, she 
shuddered. She considered death to be hundred times better than 
getting sullied and contemplated suicide. But her conscience dissuaded 
her from doing this. Her heart said, ‘This predicament is the 
consequence of your sins, committed unawares, in your previous birth. 
Why should you commit suicide for somebody else’s fault and sin 
again? Rather, the best course open to you is to renounce this den of 
sin and take to the path of sannyas.’ 

Lakshmi obeyed the dictates of her heart. One day she left 
home, unnoticed by anyone and went away disguising herself as a 
boy, wherever her two eyes led her. Today she lost everything in the 
world; but she had immense strength of mind and strong faith in God; 
and her sole aim was to protect her chastity. She was all alone in this 
vast world but she was determined to protect the glory of her virginity. 
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Chapter XII 
The Dark Bride 


There was a hue and cry. The orthodox Hindus vociferously 
criticised Swami Sadananda, Dwarikanath and Krushna Chandra. 
Hundreds of poems and essays appeared in newspapers vilifying 
Chandrodaya. All this because, misguided by a charlatan called 
Sadananda, a dissembler like Dwarikanath and an irreligious person 
like Krushna Chandra, he, the worthy son of a worthy father belonging 
to the distinguished Karan caste, had married a young widow of 
unknown lineage. Chandrodaya was therefore driven out of his home, 
deprived of his father’s love and cast off from his community. When 
saffron-clad Chandrodaya entered Indira’s home together with 
Lakshmi, who had put on only a saffron sari, bangles and vermillion, 
Indira hugged her affectionately. Her two daughters, Meera and 
Dheera, like honey bees enjoying fresh blossoms, kept gazing at the 
matchless beauty of the newly arrived bride. After warmly welcoming 
Chandrodaya, Indira said to Lakshmi, ‘My daughter, you are my dark 
bride. You are goddess Lakshmi; I bless you; may you bring prosperity 
and blessedness to the Oriya household.’ Dwarikanath smiled and 
said, ‘And our son Chandrodaya is the new rising moon in the dark 
sky of Orissa! I bless you, may both of you live long and devote 
yourself to the cause of the welfare of our country. May you herald 
a néw era in Orissa, wiping out caste-differences, superstitions and 
oppression of women by exercising your will-power.’ 


Lakshmi passed her days in great bliss instructing and 
supervising the girls and widows in Shanti Kutir. The nobility of 
womanhood, the godly qualities of her husband, and her intense 
devotion to her husband made her life shine with glory. She had suffered 
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untold misery, had to wander through many places, and had learnt 
many bitter lessons. But now, having a great man like Chandrodaya 
as her husband, she considered all her suffering worth-while and felt 
grateful to God. She wanted to sacrifice her life for the uplift of the 
women of Orissa. Today, worshipping the feet of her godlike husband 
seemed to bring to her life fulfilment. She felt exalted by trying to 
shape herself according to the ideals of an Aryan woman. Her heart 
overflowed with the supreme bliss of motherhood. At last Lakshmi 
had become truly a Lakshmi—an ideal woman. 


Chandrodaya supervised the national school for boys at Ichhapur 
with the help of Swami Sadananda and considered his life fulfilled. 
Everyone now strove to restore the system of education and enquiry 
prevailing in the Naimishya forest long ago to today’s India. 


H 4 


They were all assembled near the death-bed of Swami 
Sadananda at Srikshetra (Puri). Tears rolled down the cheeks of 
Indira and Saraswati. Lakshmi was petrified with profound grief. 
Bipin babu, Dwarikanath, Krushna Chandra and Chandrodaya nursed 
him. After a while the Swamiji came to, and looking at his disciples, 
who were dearer to him than his life, his eyes became moist with 
tears. But after a while he regained his composure and looking at 
Bipin babu he said in a soft voice, ‘My sons! Many times you all have 
asked me who I am; but, I had not given you any answer. I want to 
tell you who I am at the last moment of my life. Don’t be surprised; 
I’m a prince. My real name is Gajapati Narasingha Jagadev 
Harichandan. J am a negligible seedling of that dynasty to which 
Anangabhima, Purusottam, Prataparudra, the great kings of Orissa, 
belonged.’ He was overcome with emotion; all were wonder-struck. 
He looked up at the sky for a while and as he meditated upon Alekha 
Niranjan, he added, “I adopted sannyas at a tender age by the grace 
of my guru and wholeheartedly dedicated myself to the cause of the 
welfare of Orissa. My guru Swami Sachidananda was a follower of 
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the Alekha religion. Inspired by his teaching, I worshipped one God 
throughout my life and taught people all the ancient customs and 
traditions of the Aryan race. Al! of you sing the praise of God, and 
wholeheartedly complete the works I started.’ Sadananda started 
softly chanting mantras. 


While chanting hymns to God, all of them saw Sadananda’s 
eyes light up. Deep in meditation the Swami’s soul left its mortal 
coils. Loud lamentation filled the house. 


They performed the funeral rites of the Swami and returned to 
their homes. Today, they sorely missed their worthy leader, a deeply 
affectionate father and a religious teacher. 


The death of Swami Sadananda left Lakshmi and Chandrodaya 
deeply shocked. They mourned his passing away for many days. 
Then they remembered the last words of the Swamiji and dedicated 
themselves wholeheartedly to completing the works started by him. 
Lakshmi named one of her sons ‘Sadananda’, another ‘Alekha’ and 
her daughter ‘Niranjana’, in memory of Sadananda. 


Now, the dark bride bids good-bye to everybody. Providence 
made her dark. Hope the readers would not blacken her more by 
scolding her. 


* * + 
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The Philosopher’s Stone 
Chapter I 


~.Lalita woke up before cock-crow. She felt she had been 
disturbed by a nightmare. Her fever had subsided; but she still felt 
very weak; her heart pounded like a treadle rice-husker and she had 
a bad headache. 


During these days, Lalita remembered her parents very much. 
Her father was a post-master at Haripur. Lalita once suffered from 
fever while they were staying there. Her father would frequently 
come from office to enquire about her health. Her mother would sit 
by her bed and nurse her day and night. For two years now, Lalita 
had a feeling that she was living like a prisoner. Didn’t her parents 
know that? What could they do, even if they did? ‘Once a daughter 
is given away in marriage, the parents can wash their hands clean of 
her.’ Now she must endure what she was fated to suffer. After all, 
she was a girl! Her fate lay crushed under a stone! Would the stone 
ever be lifted? Would she experience happiness again? Lalita let out 
a deep sigh. She thought that she was a mere human being; why did 
fate decree so much woe for her? She was brought into the world by 
her parents and was raised by them. But, at present, she was far 
away from them, like the east from the west. Her heart cried to hear 
their sweet words. She longed to be with her mother in the kitchen 
and to sit for a moment or to stand a while near her father’s table 
even in her dreams. She looked at this side and that side of the room. 
Nobody was there. She heaved a sigh and two hot tear drops rolled 
from her eyes on to her pillow. She closed her eyes. 


It was now more than two years ago since she first came to 
this house as a daughter-in-law. But, the in-laws? place seemed like a 
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prison to her. As it makes no difference to a jungle mynah whether it 
is locked up in a gold cage or an iron cage, it makes little difference 
to a daughter-in-law, whether she lives in a rich man’s house or ina 
poor man’s. Lalita’s husband stayed in Cuttack for eleven out of 
twelve months a year. Lalita hardly knew her husband. And, she 
never found out if they shared anything in common. 


Bimbadhar, her husband, was a clerk in an office in Cuttack. 
He worked with a stack of files from ten o’clock in the moming to 
seven o’clock in the evening in a tiny, dimly lit, and windowless office 
room. The softer part of his nature had turned into stone. If a man 
works like a donkey for a paltry sum of forty rupees, how will one 
expect his tender feelings to grow? 


Bimbadhar’s widowed mother, widowed sister, elder brother’s 
widow and their five children lived in the village; his twelve-year-old 
brother, Brindavan, lived with him in Cuttack. Brindavan read in a 
Normal school and did the cooking at home. 


Four months after she came to their home, Bimbadhar rented a 
house in Cuttack with great enthusiasm and went home to take his 
newly-wed wife there. But his mother objected. How could a newly- 
married girl venture out? People would laugh at her! The daughter- 
in-law was only thirteen years old; something untoward might happen 
to her while in Cuttack. The family would be disgraced. Lalita was 
disappointed and bade farewell to her husband. The sweet dream of 
her new life was suddenly shattered; but she was still hopeful. Her 
mother-in-law said that she was but a child. She hoped that this obstacle 
won’t be there next year. After six months, her husband again came 
home. Lalita was filled with a new hope and a new joy. This time her 
husband would certainly take her with him, she thought. She would 
escape from the malicious gaze of her elder sister-in-law, Rama. 
Henceforth, over whom would her husband’s sister, Tamalinee, boss? 
On whom would her mother-in-law vent her spleen? Lalita knew 
very well that only one person in this house loved her and he was her 
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husband, the god of her life. The very thought made Lalita extremely 
happy. It did not matter to her if her mother-in-law, sister-in-law, and 
her husband’s elder brother’s wife loved her or not; but the fact 
remained that her husband loved her. She happily spent the few days 
her husband stayed at the village. The day for her husband to leave 
for Cuttack approached. Bimbadhar raised the topic of taking his 
wife to Cuttack. On hearing this, his mother fretted and stomped off 
to the other room, and made a lot of harsh comments. Bimbadhar 
could not nerve himself to annoy his mother. Disappointed, lhe went 
away to Cuttack. Lalita, bursting with youthfuiness, lay in a lonely 
room in that tiny house in the village, her heart brimming with love 
and eager expectations. She shed tears for some days and could not 
bring herself to do household chores. Her mother-in-law mistook the 
daughter-in-law’s absent-mindedness to be her laziness and beat her. 
A long list of chores was drawn up. Tamalinee and Ramasundari sat 
idly and found time to chew paan and to bad-mouth others. Worthy 
Tama’s worthy daughter Kama busied herself in telling lies against her 
maternal aunt, Lalita, and winning her maternal grand-mother’s heart. 


Lalita, who was a fourteen year old girl, wiped her tears and 
bore all sorrows. She slogged away like a donkey and passed her 
days, content with a handful of rice and one piece of cloth. Her last 
hope was her husband, who loved her so dearly. Let her mother-in- 
law scold and beat her a thousand times, let her husband’s sister and 
his elder brother’s wife abuse her a thousand times; but her handsome 
husband, who was her last hope and support, would come after eleven 
months. His love was like the pole star in the dark sky of her despair. 
He was to come during the Dola and the Dussera festivals. His very 
presence made Lalita feel as if she was the wealthiest woman in the 
world. On seeing him she would forget all her miseries. 


Lalita was literate; but she never wrote a letter to her husband. 
She felt very shy. Her mother-in-law would hear of it, her sister-in- 
law, her husband’s elder brother’s wife and others would come to 
know of it. What would they think of her? They would torment her 
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more; but, did she have nothing to say to her husband? She had many 
things to say to him; but she did not know how to say these and make 
him understand. She could not even talk freely to her husband. She 
remained busy in the kitchen to feed her husband well while he stayed 
here during the holidays. Her mother had trained her to cook many 
dishes. Her training would be of no use if she did not cook and feed 
her husband. If she met her husband during day-time, she would be 
overcome by shyness, and, covering her face with her veil, she would 
run into the other room, lest Kama and Mini should see her and tell 
their grandmother! 


Lalita waited for Bimbadhar. Two letters came to her mother- 
in-law every week. She was happy to hear that he was well. 


The Dola festival drew closer. Lalita hoped that her husband 
would come home. She opened the wicker-box given to her by her 
mother and unfolded her pink silk sari, which she had kept carefully. 
When her husband came home, she would wear it. She would put on 
the necklace of gold-flowers made by a Calcuttan goldsmith, and 
would wear the pair of gold bangles, which her husband had secretly 
brought for her from Cuttack. The next moment a feeling of shyness 
overcame her. She looked this way and that and closed the wicker- 
box. The harsh voice of her husband’s sister reached her from outside, 
‘Oh, sister-in-law! What are you doing inside the room? She looks at 
the sari given by her father day and night. What a shame! Only one 
silk sari! We have put on many Banarasi, Nilambari and Pitambari 
saris in our time; and we never showed off like you. Stop arranging 
your things in the wicker-box; first do the cooking; here the cat is 
snatching the fish away. Oh! My! She is busy putting on a pata sari.’ 
Saying this, she rounded off her scolding with many unmentionable 
expressions, pulled the betel-box towards her and started preparing 
paan. As Lalita went into the kitchen, she heard, ‘My goodness! So 
lazy. She can’t make a paan. Did we sit like you decorated with 
flowers and sandalwood paste in our in-law’s house; and were 
delicious dishes laid out for us?’ 
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Next day, the post-man brought a letter. Her mother-in-law 
was illiterate. Ramasundari read out the letter. Bimbadhar had written 
that he was short of money and would not be able to come home this 
time. He would come during the Dussera. Lalita felt as if she was 
struck by a thunderbolt. Every morning she had offered grains to a 
crow. When the crow pecked at the grains she thought that the bird 
answered her question in the positive and that her husband would 
come home soon. But her husband did not come and the crow’s 
answer proved wrong. She felt very angry with the inauspicious crow. 
Lalita fought back the tears rising into her eyes and did the household 
chores. Her mother-in-law noticed the sad expression on her face 
and abused her in the harshest possible language, which rent her 
heart. But she was a daughter-in-law, what could she say? 


Months passed. The Dussera holidays arrived. Bimbadhar did 
not come nor did any letter arrive. He sent only twenty rupees in the 
beginning of the month and wrote, ‘I am well’, and that was all. 
Weighed down by worries, Lalita went down with a fever; but who 
cared for what happened to her? Moaning in great pain, she cooked 
several delicious dishes and served everybody. Her mother-in-law 
decided that arisha cakes would be prepared for the festival. Though 
she was weak from the fever, she was not spared from working at 
the husking-pedal and at the grinding stone. But yesterday she crashed 
near the well and lost consciousness because of high fever. The water- 
filled pitcher slipped from her hand and broke into pieces. Her head 
hit against a stone lying beside, the well. Her sari was soaked with 
blood. Their neighbour, Indu’s mother, was taking bath in the pond. 
She heard something falling down with a thud. She rushed to the well 
completely drenched and found that everything was over. She shouted, 
‘Hey aunt, aunt, your daughter-in-law has collapsed and become 
unconscious; blood is flowing out of her head. Come and see.’ On 
hearing her screams, Bimala’s mother, sister Rati, Gundicha’s mother 
and others, who were bathing there, rushed to the spot. As though 
they felt deeply concerned, both the sisters-in-law came running. 
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Her mother-in-law pretended to weep. She wiped her tears with the 
fringe of her sari and said, ‘Who has asked my darling to draw water 
from the well! Her parents spoiled her as a child. She’s no good at 
doing household chores. Surely her head reeled when she looked into 
the deep well.’ While the women carried her into the house, Rati 
said, ‘Oh sister! Your daughter-in-law is suffering from high fever, 
her body is burning.’ 


Pretending to be surprised, her mother-in-law said, “Is she 
suffering from fever! She didn’t tell us of it at all. I hate this 
secretiveness.’ 


The sisters-in-law carried Lalita into a room and laid her on 
the bed. They burnt a piece of cloth and put the ashes into the wound 
on her forehead. Lalita lay completely unconscious. 


God saves those who are utterly helpless. Lalita revived. 
Next day, when the crow cawed, she woke up. She remembered her 
days in her father’s house again and again. The charming face of her 
mother, the tender voice of her younger brother Lakhia and her father 
calling her, ‘Little mother’— everything appeared to her very pleasant 
today. Her thirsty ears were eager to hear a single word from her 
father, and her younger sister, Rebati, calling her ‘Sister, sister’. But 
she longed for this in vain. Would her father really come? Would he 
really look at the face of his unfortunate daughter? Did her mother 
really remember her? Ah, the mother who was here, was the very 
incarnation of Yama, the god of death. The memory of her mother- 
in-law thrashing her with a piece of firewood flashed across Lalita’s 
mind. What a ruthless and stone-hearted woman! Why? What was 
her fault? They bring home others?’ daughters and beat them! What a 
terrible thing to do. The dowry she had brought was not to her in- 
laws’ satisfaction; her ornaments were of inferior quality; how was 
she to blame for all this? Her father was a post-master, who earned 
only thirty-five rupees a month. What more could he have given? 
Ah, her father had given whatever he could. In spite of giving them 
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so much insult! Lalita’s heart burst with silent grief. She was convinced 
that her suffering was the consequence of her deeds in a previous 
birth. If she were not unlucky, how come, after marrying a godlike 
husband, she could not find happiness even for a day. While brooding 
like this, her eyes grew heavy with sleep. 

Two hours after day break, her ferocious mother-in-law came 
shouting from the other room. She pushed the door and stormed into 
Lalita’s room. On seeing her, Lalita got up from her bed with a start 
and ran to a corner. Her mother-in-law thundered, ‘Oh, you pampered 
daughter of an indulgent family; you wake up at ten in the morning! 
An old woman like me woke up early and has already finished all the 
morning chores. May be, you expect me to massage your legs. You 
had only a mild fever yesterday, and see, how you behave like a 
queen! Your mother-in-law and sister-in-law will cook and serve you 
and you will eat sitting idle like the mistress of the house. I was 
cursed with this fate, oh my Bimbadhar! I drudged for you both, 
father and son, throughout my life; and now, at this ripe old age I 
could not have a meal unless I slave for the daughter-in-law! Where 
did you go leaving me alone?’ The old lady went to the pond to take 
her bath, crying as she recalled her deceased husband. No sooner 
did Lalita go to the backyard, shutting her mouth and wiping her 
tears, than Tamalinee charged at her like a tigress pouncing on her 
prey. Lalita finished her morning ablutions in utter despair. 


While Lalita was grinding spices, after putting the rice pot on 
fire and slicing vegetables, her husband’s elder brother’s wife picked 
up a quarrel with her. Their mother-in-law finished her puja and came 
out. When the old lady heard the shouts of her elder daughter-in-law, 
she said that she was making arrangements to send both the daughters- 
in-law alive to the abode of the dead. She entered the kitchen like a 
whirlwind. On seeing her furious expression, half the blood dried up 
from Lalita’s heart. She was about to drain water from cooked rice. 
She trembled with fear and her grip missed the rim of the rice-pot 
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and the pot fell heavily on her legs. It was shattered to pieces, the 
rice lay scattered all over the floor and the legs of the three—the 
mother-in -law and both the daughters- in-law— got scalded by the 
hot rice and the boiling water. Rama suffered from excruciating pain 
and went out, abusing Lalita mouthing many unmentionable 
expressions. Mad with fury, the mother- in-law lifted the blow - pipe 
and landed four or five blows on Lalita’s back. 


Tamalinee, who rushed to the spot, saw what was going on 
and held Lalita responsible for everything. She pushed her out of the 
kitchen and sat down to cook herself. The racket raised by the mother 
and daughter filled the house and spilled over into the back yard. 


Lalita, who felt herself guilty, suppressed her sobs and came 
to her room. She was unconscious of her surroundings and sat down 
leaning against the wall. Her tears dried up. The sorrow scorching 
her heart was more unbearable than the burns on her legs and her 
hands. Today, she heartily despised her mother-in-law and sister-in- 
law. They were her elders, like gods and deities to her. She did not 
open her mouth; but her pent up anger and grief made her whole 
body burn. She felt utter contempt for her own life. She realised how 
despicable was the lot of one who is born a woman. Her pet cat 
came in and sat near her. As she caressed its body, Lalita thought, <I 
wish I were a cat!’ Today she had gone without food. In the evening 
Uma brought her some roasted rice-flakes worth two paise from 
Udia’s shop. Lalita ate only that and went to sleep. 

Chapter II 

The backyard was pitch dark; but the darkness in Lalita’s heart 
was blacker than that. The sky was star-studded; but Lalita’s heart 
was devoid of even a ray of hope. Lalita came and sat down on the 
bank of the pond. Today her anguish was unbearable. A deep sigh 
issued from her grief-stricken heart and she looked up at the sky. 
Nature stood still; the melancholic whistling sound made by the wind 
was very heart-touching. It seemed to Lalita as though Nature was 
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weeping; the trees and leaves were shedding tears in sympathy with 
her; the wind was oppressed by her anguish; tears of the sky were 
falling down in the form of dew-drops. Today she was all alone in the 
whole universe. Its immense void overwhelmed her. There was not 
a single person in the world who would share her sorrow; not a single 
man either who would sympathise with her agony. She was utterly 
friendless, a destitute. Ah! She was fated to suffer so much! She 
was the darling of her parents; the happiness and the affection her 
parents lavished on her had seemed limitless. But today she was 
being abused and tormented by so many people! Though she slogged 
like a slave-woman and ruined her health for others, she could not 
win their hearts. None of them opened his or her mouth to say, ‘Ah!’ 
in sympathy for her. All were her enemies; all were cruel and all 
hard-hearted. And her husband, for whose sake she put up with all 
the suffering, and received all the abuses as if they were pleasant 
like sandalwood paste, considered beatings as ornaments and toiled 
like a slave-woman, turned out to be unfaithful. This was decreed 
by her fate. She enjoyed heavenly bliss at his feet, and stayed alive 
because she had faith in him. The same husband loved another 
woman and Lalita heard this with her own ears. Her godlike husband 
was now a debauch and addicted to intoxicants. Had the earth split 
open, Lalita would have disappeared into the void and forgotten all 
her grief. If only she had died before all this happened! She collapsed 
beside the well and her head was slightly bruised. She wished her 
head had been dashed to bits. All her suffering would then have 
turned into ashes in the funeral pyre. She suffered from fever. She 
wished she had died of that. 


Lalita wept and the pitch darkness of the sky wept with her, 
the bhutairi plants on the bank of the pond shed tears with her; even 
the round laterite stone understood her woe; only human beings did 
not share her grief. Is man harder than stone, more unfeeling than 
the earth? Has heartlessness reached its furthest limit in man? 
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Lalita looked at the pond. Its surface looked like black sheets 
in the dark. Patches of starlight shone on it. Reflections of stars 
appeared and disappeared. Was Lalita’s heart, where memories 
appeared and disappeared, like the surface of that pond? Lalita 
remembered her parents, the tender face of her younger brother, 
Lakhia, and his two black eyes. Again she recalled her younger sister 
Rebati’s comely face, which had the colour of lac-dye mixed with 
milk, and her beautiful eyes which resembled lotus petals and they 
were lovely and filled with affection. She remembered the charming, 
ever sweet and affectionate look of her mother. Lalita, you would 
die. Won’t you know what they said when they heard about you? 
Did you give up hope altogether? But the next moment she felt bitter 
and resentful. True, she had parents; they sent a twelve-year-old gir} 
to the house of her mother-in-law and thereafter forgot all about her, 
did not send even a letter. Would it have harmed her father if he had 
visited her once? Again she remembered the insult her father had 
endured, the way he had been humiliated by her mother-in-law. Who 
would like to lose one’s prestige? Why would her father be insulted 
only for a daughter? She remembered her father’s words when he 
parted from her: ‘Nali, I am going, my little mother.’ Were these his 
last word to her in life? Was that their last meeting? He might be 
insulted thousand times. She was his daughter; he should think of 
her. No, there was no hope of receiving help from her parents; she 
would never be able to set store by that illusion. There is a limit to 
tolerance, and she would not be able to bear her lot any more. She 
recollected her mother-in-law’s behaviour towards her that morning. 
She had shouted at her, ‘My son was spoiled because of you. He 
didn’t send money to us. You inauspicious woman, it was as though 
misfortune followed you the day you came to our house. Your father- 
in-law died two months after you set foot here. Oh! Some women 
bring prosperity and others bring adversity the day they st-cp into a 
house.’ She was inauspicious and possessed inauspicious signs: her 
forehead was high, her heels were thick and her feet were not properly 
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shaped. Even after repeating all this number of times, Tamalinee 
would not feel satiated. Everybody said that she was the root-cause 
of all misfortune. Right from the day she came here everything went 
wrong. How much a human being can bear? For whose sake would 
she endure all this? 


Today all her hopes were shattered. Her husband, love for whom 
had made her put up with so much suffering for two years, had 
betrayed her. Should someone’s every vice be forgiven only because 
he is a man? Her heart was rent with silent grief and sobs. She 
looked up at the sky. Seeing the stars twinkle in the pitch darkness of 
the sky, made her feel desolate. The stars shine afar. Do joys and 
sorrows exist in the land of the stars? Are laughter and tears 
known there? Or, are they to be found only in this land inhabited by 
human beings, who are cruel, oppressive and unjust? Why does man 
take birth on this sinful earth? Why does he endure so much sorrow 
and suffering for no reason? Lalita brooded much: but she could not 
find any answer. Today she was prepared to die, angry with unfaithful 
and crooked human beings. A funeral pyre burnt in her heart. She 
would not be able to bear the pain. 


She would not live: she would die; she must die. But how would 
she die? She herself asked the question and found the answer. There 
was a vast expanse of water in front of her, and a well was nearby. 
She need not worry about the way of taking her own life. Ah! Life 
is SO very attractive, so sweet. Lalita wavered. She was young and 
tender-hearted. But the next moment she remembered her mother- 
in-law, her sister-in-law and her husband! Her mother-in-law was 
oppressive, her sister-in-law was hard-hearted and her husband? 
Lalita’s heart froze and her body seemed stiff like wood. She could 
not believe that her husband, whom she worshipped in her heart, 
who was the site of all her hopes, the god of her love, turned out to be 
a traitor. He was enamoured of another woman and was addicted to 
drink. Lalita’s head reeled. The sky seemed dark, the earth looked 
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gloomy, and her whole life seemed full of darkness. There was no 
more room, no more hope, no more joy and peace*for her. Lalita lost 
herself in the vast darkness of the void. She noiselessly got off the 
round stone. Who would know of her life’s futility? For whom was her 
self-sacrifice meant? Today everything would be finished for her. No 
one would know, no one would see and none would understand this. 


But what happened? Who caught hold of her sari from behind? 
Lalita was utterly terrified. Thinking it was a ghost, she was scared 
for a moment. An incoherent shriek escaped her mouth. Her whole 
body shivered. Brindavan called her softly, in a voice tinged with fear 
and excitement, ‘Sister-in-law, sister-in-law!’ The boy’s voice 
quivered. Lalita could not answer. She suppressed a deep sigh and 
tried in vain to free her sari from Brindavan’s grip. Brindavan again 
called, ‘Sister-in-law! Let’s go home; tell me, how terrible it would 
be if mother, the elder sister and the others come to know about it?’ 
Lalita stood speechless. Her resolve became weak; her heart beat 
faster. Brindavan threw himself at her feet. He clasped her feet and 
wept like a child. Tears streamed down Lalita’s eyes, too. Her tears 
continued to flow, as though the Mahanadi and the Kathajodi rivers 
flowed out of her eyes. Brindavan’s tears were like a shower of 
nectar on the bleak desert of her heart. Lalita forgot about dying. 
She came and sat down on the bank of the pond. Despite rubbing her 
eyes repeatedly, tears did not stop flowing. Brindavan said in a soft 
voice, ‘Sister-in-law; pray to God. Chheeh; don’t commit suicide, 
don’t bring disgrace to the family.’ Such wise things uttered by a boy 
of thirteen! Again, Brindavan said, ‘Sister-in-law, pray to Lord Hari 
to bring brother to the right path. Let’s go home.’ 


Lalita came as if spell-bound and lay down on her bed. Where 
did this star come from and shine in the pitch darkness of her desolation? 
As she thought of many things, sleep overcame her. 


Brindavan went to Raghunathpur. Lalita’s sister-in-law and 
mother-in-law scolded him in his absence. Lalita could not bear their 
harsh words towards her only sympathiser. She felt like calling him 
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‘Naughty boy.’ As she prepared curry in the kitchen, she looked outside 
out of curiosity and saw that Bindia’s mother, Tara and Tama were 
busy gossiping. The moment she heard their cruel innuendos and 
harsh remarks, in a flash, a fire blazed in her heart. That day, when 
her mother-in-law scolded her for putting excess salt in the curry and 
called her a loose woman, she was stunned. The incident of her 
attempt to drown herself in the pond that night had been made much 
of. ‘Shame on you, Lalita! You still show your face in the human 
society,’ she said to herself. That day she was half-starved. Her 
mother-in-law’s friends, some elderly women, and four or five middle- 
aged women came in the evening and sat down on the veranda. 
They gossiped with Bimbadhar’s mother. Lalita eavesdropped behind 
the door and found that their talk centred on her. They accused her 
of faithlessness to her husband and said that he should leave her. Ah 
earth, you tolerated it? Oh Lord, you saw all this? Seated on the inner 
veranda, her eyes moist, Lalita brooded over many things. If she 
were not so tough, she would not have survived so long. She was not 
a human being; she was a stone statue. But she thought of Brindavan 
and a slight ray of hope gleamed. Would her father really come? 


Brindavan reached Raghunathpur at two o’clock in the day 
and rattled the door-chain. At that time Ananda babu lay on the bed, 
half-asleep. His wife, Labanyabati, sat by him and wiped tears from 
her eyes with the fringe of her sari, worrying about her daughter, as 
she gently pressed his legs. 


Her daughter had got married three years ago. Since that time 
Labanyabati had grown thin, weeping and worrying for her all the 
time. ‘My daughter is very delicate. She is only twelve years old. 
She knows neither cooking nor how to draw water from a well. What 
would she be doing in the house of her mother-in-law in a village? 
You know everything about her mother-in-law and sister-in-law. Her 
mother-in-law is as vicious as a she-cobra and her sister-in-law is as 
ferocious as a tigress. Her husband’s elder brother’s wife is as 
dangerous as a female vulture. What would my daughter, who is soft 


64 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


like butter, be doing amidst them? Should a daughter be married into 
such a family? Ah, who can undo what is decreed in her fate? We 
married off our daughter choosing a good family and a worthy bride- 
groom. But, if such things happened because of her ill fate, who has 
power over that? If fate conspires, bad comes out of good deeds.’ 
Rebi came and called, ‘Oh mother, Baman brother-in-law is calling 
at the main door.’ Labanyabati’s heart jumped. Quickly pulling her 
sari around her body, she came out and accorded a warm welcome 
to Brindavan. 


Her parents felt as if they could not breathe, when they learnt 
how their daughter was doing. Her mother sat down and wailed, 
Rebi put the end of her sari to her eyes and wiped her tears. Anand 
babu felt restless. He married his daughter to his childhood friend 
Gangadhar’s son and hoped that she would find herself in seventh 
heaven. But, Gangadhar passed away and Nali, his daughter, lost 
everything after his death. Had Gangadhar lived, would Lalita and 
Bimbadhar have suffered like this? 


But her motherly heart was not satisfied. Bimbadhar’s mother 
was a cantankerous woman. They knew something about her nature 
beforehand, and he still married his daughter into that family. Today a 
fierce quarrel broke out between the husband and wife because of 
that. Anand babu felt hurt by the wounding words of his wife and 
said, ‘What? Should I have married my daughter to a bride-groom 
made of gold? I married her choosing a good family and a worthy 
bride-groom. Had Gangadhar lived, our bride-groom would have 
become a Deputy collector after completing his B.A. But who has 
control over fate?’ Labanyabati would not be consoled. She cried 
and remembered her daughter, as she cursed Bimbadhar’s mother to 
her heart’s content. That night the whole family could not make her 
take a drop of water. 


Anand babu now went to bring his daughter home. He was 
filled with anger when he remembered the insults he had earlier 
endured in the house of his daughter. However, as the saying goes, 
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“You have to be obsequious to the person to whom you have married 
your daughter.’ Anand babu was the father of a daughter; he had 
therefore to keep quiet even if a stone landed on his back. He loaded a 
big packet of sweets, sweetened rice-flakes, roasted paddy sweetened 
by molasses and many other delicacies on a cart. Suddenly his left eye 
twitched. Anand babu prayed to his titular deity and set off. 


On hearing that her father had come, Lalita could not at first 
believe her ears. But, the next moment, she bowed down to him with 
the fringe of her sari wound around her neck as a mark of respect. 
Her father lost his composure seeing his daughter’s worn-out features 
and pale face. Lalita had grown very lean and dark, and at first he 
could not believe his own eyes. He suddenly burst into tears. Tears 
streamed down Lalita’s eyes, too. Today, afier two long years, the 
father and daughter met each other. During this time, so much torture 
and so much sorrow had been borne by Lalita. Imagining her agony, 
her father’s heart was filled with pain. He could not contain his grief, 
broke down and wept. But, the next moment, he wiped his tears and 
blessed his daughter. Her mother-in-law stood nearby. She could not 
bear the sight. A little smile playing on her lips, she said in a slightly 
rough voice, “You saw your daughter; why did you weep? Did you 
bring a packet of tears with you to your daughter’s house?’ Anand 
babu understood that his daughter’s mother-in-law was not joking. 
Though he felt hurt, he remained silent for his daughter’s good. 


Lalita was drawing water from the well. Her husband’s sister 
mocked, “See how much he loves his daughter. He’s showing off his 
affection. Shouldn’t a father who loves his daughter so much give 
sufficient dowry? You don’t find such affection between a father 
and a daughter anywhere. How can a father visiting his daughter in 
her mother-in-law’s house weep? As though you are a darling adored 
by your parents!’ Her words stabbed Lalita’s heart; but she kept 
quiet and went to the kitchen with the water-filled pitcher. When she 
was wiping her tears behind the door, her husband’s elder brother’s 
wife sarcastically commented, ‘She is so hungry! Since her father 
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has brought sweets, she is eating them behind the door. Who is asking 
her for sweets? My children are not gluttons.” No sooner did Lalita 
reply, than her niece, Mini, who was listening. blurted out, ‘True aunt, 
that evening you were eating roasted rice-flakes secretly. I have seen.’ 
It was established that Lalita was a glutton; she stole food and ate it. 


After mentioning one by one the countless faults of her daughter- 
in-law, Lalita’s mother-in-law took a deep breath and said to her 
daughter-in-law’s father, ‘Tell me, how one can manage with such a 
daughter-in-law? Since a son is handsome, it does not mean that his 
shit is lovely too. What does it matter, if she is beautiful, there is no limit 
to her bad qualities? My, shall one drink beauty or sleep on a bed of 
beautiful tresses? All is worthless if one lacks virtue. If she were my 
daughter, I would have cut her to pieces and applied red pepper and 
salt to her wounds. She is someone else’s daughter, have I any power 
over her? If I utter a word, I get insulted; how can I discipline her?’ 


Anand babu implored her to allow him to take his daughter 
with him; but Lalita’s mother-in-law was stubborn. She said, ‘Her 
husband is not present, how can I send his wife away?’ Anand babu 
was stupefied. He wrote a letter to his son-in-law and waited for two 
days. The reply came that the wish of his revered mother was his, 
too. Now, the mother-in-law bluntly refused to send her daughter-in- 
law to her home. She said, ‘What! I have taken great pains over the 
last two years to train her, as if she was a mynah or a parrot. Shall I 
send her now to your house and turn my virtuous daughter-in-law, 
who is like a sacred tulsi-plant, into a stinging nettle?’ Anand babu 
felt angry with his wife and took leave of his daughter with a wounded 
heart. When he left, he failed to find words with which he could 
console his daughter. He only thought, ‘I fathered a daughter and am 
so harassed. Ah! Nali. If you had died in your childhood, I would 
have been spared all this trouble. I Anand Mishra would not have 
been insulted by such mean people.’ When Labanyabati found that 
her husband had not brought his daughter with him, she struck her 
head. But, Anand babu could not sympathise with her, His heart was 
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bursting with the pain of humiliation. He felt satisfied by scolding his 
wife for giving birth to such a daughter. Labanyabati, beside herself 
with despair and anger, exploded, ‘Shame on the Brahmin caste! A 
woman should be born in a low caste of scavengers; she should not 
be born into this high caste. The consequence of what unforgivable 
sin has made me so unfortunate? I gave away my twelve-year-old 
daughter to a terrible person like Yama, the god of death. Oh, my 
daughter’s head was injured; her sari was soaked with blood; she 
suffered from high fever and she still had to cook and serve food to 
the whole family. We want nothing to do with such in-laws. Let them 
give back my daughter; I shall feed her anyhow, working at a treadle 
rice-husker or begging. Does a tree dislike its fruit?’ Weighed down 
by worries, she went down with a fever. Anand babu comforted her 
and wrote another letter to his son-in-law. ` 


In reply to the strongly worded letter of Anand babu, his son- 
in-law wrote back to say that his mother was like his family deity. It 
was desirable in all respects that his wife should remain completely 
under the control of his mother. He did not want unnecessary 
interference of outsiders in his family affairs. Lalita’s father kept 
quiet. Labanyabati, too, could not do anything except cursing her 
daughter’s mother-in-law and her own fate. | 


It was two o’ clock at night. An earthen lamp burned inside the 
room. Lalita heaved sighs brooding over her husband, her parents 
and her own fate. Her husband’s elder brother’s wife slept soundly 
beside her like Kumbhakarna. Brindavan called from outside in a 
low voice, ‘Sister-in-law.’ Lalita came to the door and asked, ‘What?’ 
Brindavan whispered something to her. At first Lalita was unwilling. 
She could not rely on the words of a thirteen-year-old boy. She could 
not nerve herself to depend on such a smal! boy. But as a man catches 
at a straw while drowning in deep sea, Lalita brought her mantle- 
cloth off the line and covering herself, she came out of her room. She 
felt scared, but Brindavan gave her courage. Relying on him, Lalita 
came out. She was too grief-stricken to worry about being disgraced. 
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Labanyabati was taken aback when she saw her daughter and 
Brindavan. She blessed Brindavan and came out to take her daughter 
into the house, like someone tying a gem she had lost and found again 
in the end of her sari. But Lalita did not go in. She was a daughter; 
what right had she in that house? Here she was an outsider. She sat 
down on the veranda and waited for her father. Her mother stood at 
the door and wept. Lalita consoled her and said, ‘Mother, please 
don’t weep; let father come. If he allows me, I shall stay.’ 


‘Who is father? I tell you, come in,’ said Labanyabati. She held 
Lalita’s hand and pulled her in. Lalita sat immobile as a stone statue. 
Shedding tears, she said, ‘Mother, my dear, you haven’t seen how 
father was insulted. How can I nerve myself to go in without knowing 
whether he will allow this inauspicious daughter to stay in his house 
or not? If he won’t let me?’ ‘ Your father won’t let you come into the 
house’, her mother could not believe her words. Lalita interrupted 
her, saying, ‘If he doesn’t allow me, I shall go to the man, to whom he 
has married me. He may protect me or kill me.’ On hearing Lalita, 
their maid-servant, Hurushia’s mother, could not control her tears. 
She said through her sobs, ‘Mistress, don’t let your daughter to go 
back. Please request the master.’ Rebati and Lakhia sat around their 
sister. Their elder sister and mother were weeping. So both the kids 
wailed. 

Suddenly, Anand babu came in and was confused when he 
saw what had happened. Lalita clasped his legs. Anand babu forgot 
his resentment and the insults he had endured. His beloved daughter, 
a doll-of-butter, wept at his feet and he could bear the sight! The 
world vanished from his eyes. Lalita begged for shelter. Alas! How 
could a father’s heart not break? The father hugged his daughter. 
Everybody present stood speechless and still. 

The same day Brindavan left for Cuttack. He did not stay back 
despite Lalita’s repeated requests. 


When Lalita’s in-laws woke up the next morning, they were 
shocked. Neither Lalita nor Brindavan was to be seen anywhere. 
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They searched throughout the village and did not find them. The next 
day a letter was sent to Cuttack. Brindavan wrote that both his brother 
and sister-in-law were well. Bimbadhar’s mother and sister were 
stupefied by what he had done. Who knew that he would take his 
wife in such a manner? The villagers were astonished to learn that 
such a quiet chap like him was so shrewd. Some old women said, 
‘Oh old mother, what do you know? Your daughter-in-law has cast a 
spell on your son by giving him some magic potion; otherwise, why 
should he stop sending money and take his wife away secretly? When 
did he love her so much, my dear? Your daughter-in-law’s parents 
must have played a major role in it. You will find out later.’ 


Chapter V 


Pramila was the daughter-in-law of a wealthy family. Lalita 
and her husband lived in a small thatched house adjacent to their 
pucca house. Pramila was rich whereas Lalita was poor. 
Nevertheless they shared one life. Where the same sorrow oppresses 
hearts, all differences disappear. 


Pramila’s husband, Sudhir, had stayed in Calcutta and passed 
B.A. He was the son of a big landlord. He had wealth, prestige, 
education—everything; but, a woman like Pramila who was wise, 
extremely beautiful and virtuous, lived a wretched life, cursed by 
fate. Pramila hailed from Calcutta and her father was a reputed 
advocate. But, despite having everything, she lacked one thing. Sudhir 
was a debauch and a drunkard. Outwardly he was soft-spoken, decent 
and modest. Though he was a big landlord, he was not arrogant. 
Whoever asked him for something, he would give him ten or twenty- 
five rupees. He did not care about money. Sudhir was considered 
wise in the circle of his friends. He was well informed about the 
happenings in his country and regularly read newspapers. On reading 
his essays and other articles published in newspapers, people lavished 
praise on him. His friends said, ‘If you want to make friends with 
someone really good, have a friend like Sudhir babu.’ Sudhir was a 
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generous donor. If subscription was to be collected for some social 
work, Sudhir’s name would appear at the top of the subscription- 
book. If someone gave five rupees, he would give ten. If somebody 
paid ten, he would pay fifty. He hoped to receive the title ‘Raysahib”’ 
from the Government for his many noble deeds. But, deep within, 
Sudhir was like a worm-eaten flower. Several women—from Mrs. 
Nelson, a foreign lady, to Surabala, Nalini and Phoola—received his 
favours. His widowed mother cried herself blind, worrying about the 
ways of her only child. But Sudhir’s nature showed no signs of 
changing. 

At noon, Pramila sent for Lalita by her maidservant Lalita went 
to the house of her friend with Labanga in her arms. There she found 
Pramila lying bed-ridden with fever. Her mother-in-law sat by her 
and wept. Lalita comforted her and asked her the cause of her 
weeping. The elderly woman said tearfully, ‘My daughter, I have 
been cursed with ill luck. That’s all. I gave birth to my son at an 
inauspicious moment. Since ] was childless, my mother-in-law decided 
to marry her son again. I worshipped many gods and was blessed with 
this son. Alas! Now that darling son, my treasure, has betrayed me. 
The golden complexion of my daughter-in-law has turned black in sorrow 
and her beautiful face looks like faded moon. After a lot of searching I 
had brought home an ideal daughter-in-law, who was like goddess 
Lakshmi. But, unfortunately the sight of that daughter-in-law stings 
my son’s eyes like poison. For a month, my son has not visited the 
inner wing. Servants and maidservants were sent to look for him. But, 
they came back without any information on him. He spends time away 
from home. Grieving, we, the mother-in-law and daughter-in-law, have 
rotted within these four walls. My daughter, you tell Raj babu; please 
have pity on this unfortunate woman. He is an intimate friend of my 
son. Who knows, he may listen to him.’ As she wiped her tears, Lalita 
muttered to herself, ‘Mother goddess, you know what I am going 
through. For two days now he has not been speaking to me. Mother, I 
came to this world cursed with such an ill-luck.’ 
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‘What the Lord wills will come to pass. Oh Lord Hari, it’s You 
who will kill us, it’s You who will protect us,’ saying so the old lady 
went into the other room. Finding Lalita alone, Pramila drew her 
closer and got her to sit by her. She hid her face in Lalita’s lap and 
wept for a long time. Lalita, too, began weeping. Labanga yelled 
without knowing anything. Pramila wiped tears from her eyes with 
the fringe of her sari so that the baby would become quiet. The way 
she looked at her scared Lalita. In a feeble voice Pramila said, “I will 
end my life. If he neglects me this time, 1°11 take poison. For what 
fault of mine did he forsake an unfortunate woman like me? Earlier I 
expressed annoyance and scolded him; but, noticing that those did 
not yield any result, I gave up. Whatever he liked to do he did; but, 
this did not bring any peace. Earlier he used to come to the inner 
wing occasionally, and then he stopped coming here altogether. Now, 
he did not let me catch a glimpse of him even once during a whole 
day. Sister, is a woman a piece of stone? How much can she endure? 
We lie at the feet of our husbands. We look upon them as deities. We 
regard our husbands as the supreme guides of our lives and whole- 
heartedly devoted ourselves to them. We left our parents for them 
and considered our brothers and sisters as outsiders and abandoned 
our own kith and kin. If our husbands went off to Lanka, we 
accompanied them there; if they went into a forest, we followed 
them there too. If husbands remained in a place beyond seven oceans 
and thirteen rivers, that place became our home and hearth. Those 
who are utter strangers to us and whom we don’t even know, became 
our parents, brothers and sisters. There we have to live whether we 
are loved or we are beaten with a broom. Sister! Tell me, is there any 
remedy for my sorrows? What shall 1 do? I’m the daughter-in-law of 
a Hindu family; I have never stepped out of doors. How can I know 
where my husband is and what he is doing? Who will inform him? 
Dear sister, please tell Bimbadhar babu of my situation? I entreat 
you; kindly relate my condition to him, dear. I am very unfortunate.’ 
As she said, she again wept. Lalita listened to her words motionless, 
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like a wooden statue. She herself was a luckless wretch; how could 
she bring an end to Pramila’s sorrows? She felt very angry with 
women. Women are the root-cause of women’s suffering. Mad with 
fury she said, ‘Sister! Though they themselves are women, they bring 
about women’s ruin. How could women become such witches?’ 


Pramila said, ‘Sister! If men were of good character, who could 
harm them? Well, it is said of women that they are frail and vulnerable, 
and when it is a question of maintaining purity of character, one finds 
out who is weak, who is strong! Alas, what a terrible fate! We are 
talking about their character. All the books and scriptures written on 
palm leaves are biased in favour of them! Does anyone ever bother 
to find out about their character, my dear?’ 


Lalita said, ‘They are forgiven all their offences. If we just 
look out, we are blamed, we are called unchaste; and when a husband 
takes ten thousand wives before our very eyes, crushing our hearts, 
people won’t say that he has committed a sin. Our sighs do not shatter 
the fabric of society. Society doesn’t perish as a result of our 
lamentation.’ 


Pramila said, ‘Society, well what’s that? All faults lie with men. 
Father, brother, husband, kith and kin, teacher, priest— in all forms— 
men dominate us. True, we are weaker and younger than they; but, it 
is certainly their duty to be kind to us. We regarded the dust under 
their feet as sacred, the water with which we wash their feet became 
for us the holy water of the Ganges. But, they have neither the time 
nor the inclination to bother about our sorrows and suffering. How 
much longer will we waste our lives weeping?’ 


Lalita replied, ‘What alternative is open to us? My husband 
says, “You wretched woman, have you got a mind? Is there a soul in 
you?” 

Pramila said, ‘My husband, too, said, “You are the most valuable 
of all the household articles.” This defines the relation between you 
and me. Let the piece of gold remain shut up in a box. You try to 


73 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


establish your claim on the whole of me? This is not done anywhere 
in the world. You are an object to be enjoyed and 1 am the enjoyer. 
Why should there be harmony between your mind and that of mine? 
Is the person who eats rice equal to the rice-plate? He should see if 
the plate is clean or not.’ 

Heaving a sigh Lalita said, ‘When will they consider us human 
beings?’ 

Pramila said, sorrowfully, ‘The sun may rise in the west; but 
it’s doubtful whether that will ever happen.’ 


Lalita said, ‘I think that after a human being does many evil 
deeds for many births, Providence decrees him to take birth as a 
woman, saying, “Go and be born as a woman in the world so that you 
will reap the consequences of all your sins at one time.” Otherwise, 
why do women all over the world suffer so much?” 


Pramila said, ‘What can I say, sister! How can I say that it’s 
the result of our deeds? How can 1 claim at the same time that we 
are not to blame? It takes two to make a quarrel.’ 


Lalita said, ‘That was why I said that women were enemies of 
women. From one point of view, man is a puppet in the hands of 
women. Guided by his mother and his sister, man makes his own 
wife suffer and again, falling into the clutches of another woman, he 
forsakes his own wife. I have never seen a man abandoning his wife, 
guided by another man.’ 


Pramila asked, ‘But sister! Who is responsible for the weakness 
of women?’ 

Lalita replied, ‘Man and the books and scriptures written by 
him are responsible for this.’ 

Pramila said, ‘As a result, we could not be good mothers, nor 
could our sons and daughters become real human beings. Alas, alas! 
When will the time come when all our sorrows and all that oppresses 
us will come to an end? Does a worm-eaten tree bear good fruits?’ 
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As they chatted, evening came. Saying that she had many chores 
left to be done at home, Lalita took leave of her. Ranga, Raji and 
Ratana returned from school. While eating soaked rice with an 
onion each, Ratana’s eyes filled with tears. He said through his sobs, 
‘I can’t eat rice with an onion. Mother, give me some curry.’ There 
was no curry at home. They had taken rice with roasted dry-fish at 
noon. Lalita comforted him, saying, ‘Uncle has gone to the village. 
When he comes tomorrow, he will bring many coconuts, roasted paddy 
sweetened by molasses and many other eatables. I°1l prepare sweet 
rice cakes.’ At the mention of his uncle, Ratana fell silent. 


It was twelve at night. Lalita’s children were asleep in one 
corner or other. The monsoons had arrived. The rain poured in torrents. 
Thunder rumbled, lightning flashed, and pitch darkness enveloped 
the world outside. The occasional howling of jackals sent shudders 
down the spine of those who lay awake. The rustling wet leaves and 
the croaking of frogs created a lullaby which made people feel drowsy. 
Whose eyes would sleep not invade on a still and rainy night like this? 
But sleep did not come to one. Lalita slightly pushed up the wick of 
the lantern and keeping that in a corner, she paced up and down the 
room. Sometimes she went to the outer veranda and at others she 
came back to her children. Though it was twelve o’ clock, Bimbadhar 
had not returned home. No one knew where he had gone. Lalita 
waited for him without taking her food. She strained her ears, trying 
to listen to what went on beyond the main door. The pattering of the 
rain seemed to her as though somebody called outside. Lalita ran out 
to see, but nobody was there. If a mouse scurried by, Lalita took it 
for the sound of Bimbadhar’s shoes clicking. She opened the door a 
little and looked out. Outside, it was pitch dark, nothing could be 
seen. How would her husband come home alone in this dark night? 
Her heart seemed to burst with grief. Brindavan came from the 
adjacent room and said, ‘Oh sister-in-law! Will you keep pacing up 
and down all night? One can’t be sure whether brother will come. 
You go and sleep. I?11 open the door when he comes.’ 
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“Yes, I’m going to sleep,’ saying this, Lalita once again went to 
the outer veranda. Her eyes swam in tears. But Bimbadhar was 
nowhere to be seen. 


One hour passed by, and then another hour passed by. At last 
Lalita felt compelled to call Brindavan. But she did not know what to 
say. It was about two o’ clock at night. Where would Brindavan go 
at this unearthly hour in the torrential rain and on a pitch dark night 
like this? Lalita felt utterly helpless. She burst into sobs. She could 
contain herself no longer. She said through her sobs, ‘Bamana! Won’t 
your brother return home today? It is raining So heavily. I wish 
somebody should go and find out! Bamana, you are my only . . .’ 
Before she finished, Brindavan said, ‘I would have gone. But, where 
shall I go? Did brother tell you where he went?’ 


Lalita replied, ‘Does he ever tell me where he goes? How can 
I know?’ Brindavan understood. He picked up an umbrella and hit 
the road in the dim light of a lantern. Lalita was about to prevent 
Brindavan, but kept quiet. 


The night seemed endless. While pacing back and forth along 
the verandas, Lalita silently prayed to thousands of gods. The hours 
passed. Brindavan did not return. Lalita felt desperately restless. In 
deep sorrow, she thought, ‘Will God not listen to the prayers of a 
grief-stricken person, or can’t the prayers of a negligible and destitute 
woman like me reach His ears?’ 


But God did lend an ear to her prayers. Bimbadhar, half- 
conscious under the effect of drink, staggered home with Brindavan 
about 4.30 A.M. The expression on his face froze Lalita. 


After all he was her husband, what could she do? In spite of 
his scolding them, his wife and his younger brother changed his dress, 
took off his shoes and sat him down on the mat. Lalita brought his 
meal, which she had carefully kept in the kitchen, and served him. 
By then the effect of alcohol had worn off to a great extent. While 
her husband was having his dinner, Lalita asked, ‘Where had you 
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been so late into the night?’ Bimbadhar replied to her using 
unmentionable words and continued eating. After a while, Lalita again 
enquired, “It is raining heavily. Should you stay away from home? 
We feel scared.’ The words of his wife made Bimbadhar explode. 
Suddenly he got up and flung the plates of rice and vegetables at 
Lalita. Lalita had a narrow escape. In a flash Brindavan came and 
stood between them. The food lay scattered all over the floor. 
Bimbadhar continued to abuse Lalita using obscene language, pushed 
aside his younger brother and landed four to six blows on Lalita and 
kicked her. She bore the beating without complaint and clasping her 
husband’s feet, she begged for his forgiveness, for he was going to 
leave home that very moment. As Brindavan restrained him, he, too, 
received a couple of blows. 


The next day Bimbadhar woke up at 11 A.M. When he opened 
his eyes, he found Lalita gently pressing his leg. He remembered last 
night’s incident and felt terribly ashamed of himself. He was smitten 
with remorse. In a soft voice Lalita implored, ‘I throw myself at your 
feet. Please don’t take alcohol again. Look at the faces of Ranga, 
Raji and others. God has blessed us with six children. When will you 
think of them? We have as many as four sons. When will you start 
thinking about their future?’ 


Bimbadhar, who was full of repentance, remained silent. Lalita 
noticed two drops of tears in her husband’s eyes. The pain of her 
humiliation vanished. She scolded herself for her own wrath against 
her husband and prayed to her family deity to put her husband back 
on the right path. 


Honouring his promise, Bimbadhar remained at home for two 
days without getting drunk. One day at four o’clock Sudhir babu sent 
for him. Though Lalita grasped his legs and implored him, weeping, 
not to go, Bimbadhar brushed away her request and went. It is said, 
‘Black will take no other hue.’ When he reached the drawing room 
of Sudhir, Sudhir said, a little smile playing on his lips, ‘For two days 
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you have not been seen. Have you laid your hands on anything 
precious? Hey, you old fool, you have no common sense. You should 
not allow so much freedom to your wife.’ 


Bimbadhar felt ashamed of himself. Sparkling drink was brought 
in glass tumblers. At first he refused to drink, but afterwards he tasted 
a little. He felt his conscience cleared. He went back on his word to 
Lalita and her children. The two friends headed straight for the 
residence of Mary, that is, Mrs. Nelson, without a qualm. Mrs. Nelson 
and her two daughters, Margaret and Marjorie were very much 
pleased to see Mr. Rath after a long time. Exchange of pleasantries 
followed drinking liquour. Day by day Lalita’s health deteriorated on 
account of her worries for her husband’s tainted character and lack 
of consideration for her. She grew very thin and looked pale. Her 
eye lids looked as white as paper. Brindavan noticed her condition 
and called a Kabiraj. 


Gadadhar Kabiraj examined her, felt her pulse and gave her 
medicine. Herbal medicines worth ten rupees were prepared and 
Brindavan paid for everything. He also sent for a doctor, who gave 
Lalita some injections. Lalita’s health was restored to a large extent. 
But, it was found that she had again become pregnant. 


I No sooner did Lalita survive than she found herself on the verge 
of death. She gave birth to a stillborn baby eight months later. Her 
poor health got worse as a result of her terrible post-delivery fever. 
Doctors were engaged to treat her. Brindavan spent his hard-saved 
one hundred and fifty rupees and Lalita pulled through somehow. 
The bell-metal utensils of their house were mortgaged; but Lalita 
survived. She now utterly despised worldly life. How could she look 
upon her husband as a deity! Her condition grew miserable as a 
result of the tyranny of the husband she had regarded as a deity. 
Lalita gave up on her husband and pinned all her hopes on her five 
children. Bimbadhar let himself be swept away by a river of sin. At 
last he lost his job. He started working for Sudhir. Only he knew 
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whether he really worked or not. Since that day Lalita did not get a 
paisa from her husband. Lalita and her five children became the 
responsibility of Brindavan. Brindavan received fifty rupees from 
the Marwari, but he had to send fifteen rupees home. So he ran a 
small morning school at home to teach little children. Some eight to 
ten children studied there, each paying him one rupee and eight annas 
a month. 
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The Woman of Many Tongues 
Chapter 1 


Bidia’s house lay in Majana area. He hailed from a kshatriya 
family. He was very poor, a day labourer, If he ate at one mealtime, 
he starved at the other. Moreover, he was a nitwit. 


If you asked him to count anna coins worth one rupee, the old 
man would give a reply after thinking very hard for a while. He would 
say sixteen annas now, and seventeen a moment later. Such was the 
intelligence of the old man. But his wife Gelhi and his daughter Ratani 
were well known in many villages. They were very quarrelsome women. 
They were notorious for provoking and picking up quarrels. The village 
women were fed up with them, who triggered off so many quarrels. 
There was no end to the quarrels they caused by creating ill feeling 
among family members, by poisoning one’s mind against the other 
without any reason and by instigating mothers-in-law against daughters- 
in-law and daughters-in-law against their mothers-in-law. But who 
would say that to them? Who was so bold? 


People say Gelhi belonged to a reputed Padhan family. It is 
said that in the past men of their family had received ceremonial 
turbans from the king for having displayed valour in the battle fields. 
Even today a rusted bill-hook was worshipped in her father’s house. 
This had happened during the reign of an Oriya king, Mukunda Dev, 
the great king of Orissa, who had no equal among hundreds of 
thousands of kings. At the time, Gelhi’s ancestor, fourteen generations 
ago, Kanhei Padhan, had fought against the Pathans and defeated 
them. So the king had conferred the title ‘Gadanayak’, that is, the 
chief of the fort, on him. Till today Gelhi was proud of being the 
descendant of the ‘Gadanayak’ family. 
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She would lecture on her lineage at the bathing ghat. There she 
would be cleaning her teeth, scrubbing her brass bracelets, or rubbing 
her leg standing knee-deep in water and would be loudly singing the 
glory of her ancestors. She would grow particularly eloquent on days 
when she would get into an argument with her husband, old Bidia. 
On such a day she would scold and abuse him focusing on the 
meanness of her husband’s ancestry and contrasting it with the 
greatness of her father and forefathers. There would be no dearth of 
listeners on occasions like this. 


But, to tell the truth, Bidia, too did not come from an inferior 
family, though he was in straitened circumstances at present, Had 
his parents been alive, Bidia would never have been in a pitiable 
situation like this. The poor fellow was very unfortunate; his father 
passed away when he was just three months old and his mother left 
for her heavenly abode before he was three years old. Who was 
there to look after Bidia after this? His uncle and aunt defrauded him 
of all his property and constructed pucca buildings in the village. Unable 
to bear the torture of his aunt, Bidia had left for some unknown 
destination for some years. By the time he came back his aunt was 
no more alive. His uncle married him off to Gelhi, the daughter of a 
Padhan of a neighbouring village. But things did not improve at all. 
Gelhi could not pull on with her sister-in-law and with the wife of her 
husband’s brother. Quarrelling day in and day out and pestering her 
husband, she got herself and her husband separated from the family. 
At that time Bidia was young and they were blessed with two sons. 


It is twenty years now, since Bidia had got himself separated 
from his family, guided by his wife. However, having her husband 
completely under her contro! brought Gelhi little comfort. Both her 
sons died of cholera. By then Ratani was born. Besides, once around 
the month of Bhaishak and Jyestha Bidia suffered from dysentery. 
As no medicine could cure him completely, Maguni Mishre, the village 
vaidya, a country doctor, advised him to take opium worth half-a- 
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paisa every day. The old man made it a habit. He was cured by the 
grace of God, but let alone give up taking opium, his habit grew 
stronger. He now spent ten paise on his opium every day. Since the 
day he started taking opium Bidia had been strangely altered. He 
was no longer the active, prompt and intelligent Bidia of bygone days. 
Whatever he had possessed was spent on his treatment and 
intoxicants! All that was left was a roof over their heads. It was not 
likely that they would be able to thatch that roof this year. There was 
no money for that. 


Gelhi and her daughter managed the affairs of the household. 
The mother and daughter supported themselves by doing back-breaking 
toil, husking and boiling paddy, and doing various other works in others? 
houses. Moreover, both the mother and daughter were very active. Ai! 
the villagers allowed them into their houses for this quality. However 
hard some work might be Gelhi and Ratani would not shrink to do it. 
Gelhi lost much of her zest for life after the death of her sons. But, as 
for Ratani, she was extremely energetic and out-going. 


True, Ratani was beautiful to look at; her complexion, too, was 
not dark. She was plump and well-proportioned. But her nose was 
slightly flat; still no one dared draw her attention to it; for every one 
knew her sharp words would pull out one’s entails. There was no girl 
as bold and daring as her in that area. No one was good at swimming, 
climbing up trees, hoeing and digging fields and gardens, husking paddy 
by a husking pedal, and boiling paddy like Ratani. She surpassed all in 
drawing water from a well. Besides, no one was her equal in a quarrel. 


One would not give a full description of their nature if one said 
that they were very quarrelsome women. Everyone_ from children, 
men, and women to old persons_ was afraid of them. One day a 
thief entered Bidia’s house. All he had in his house was one bell- 
metal plate. The rattling noise made by the thief woke Ratani up. She 
shook and woke up her mother and ran after the thief with a battle- 
axe. The thief jumped over the wall and fled. On hearing the racket 
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created by the mother and daughter, the villagers rushed to their house. 
Bidia sat in a corner and shivered. He was struck dumb with terror. 
The only sound he could make was “thi...,thi..’. Even today people 
made fun of him. 

Ratani was sixteen years old now, but there was no question of 
her marriage. Moreover, who would marry her? She had a reputation 
as a quarrelsome woman. Did anyone not hear of Ratani so that he 
would nerve to make her his daughter-in law? Besides, did Bidia 
have any resources to marry her off? Even so, a bridegroom was 
found for Ratani. His name was Bhalua. Neither he hailed from a 
desirable caste nor did he possess any desirable quality. He also 
smoked hemp. Once while talking about something in the village 
community recreation centre, Nabaghania called him Ratani’s husband 
in joke. He, too, agreed to marry Ratani. Everybody in the village 
knew that Ratani was as quarrelsome as her mother. So children 
teased them. No other person in that area was as naughty as Bhalua. 


One day Gelhi was returning home after taking bath; 
Marakandia clapped behind her and shouted, ‘Bhalua’s mother-in- 
law! Bhalua’s mother-in- law!’ Gelhi heard that. She caught hold of 
Marakandia and beat him black and blue. Wailing, Marakandia went 
and complained to his father about her beating. Madana, his father, 
hurried to Gelhi’s house. A fierce quarrel broke out between Gelhi 
and him. The five headmen of the village settled the matter. Gelhi 
quarreled and Bidia paid penalty of half-a-rupee! Bidia was a stupid 
fellow. After the caste elders left, he scolded Gelhi. Then a terrible 
quarrel ensued between him and Gelhi at midnight. The whole 
neighbourhood rang with their shouts. The same night Bidia woke up 
from sleep and left for Khurda in a fit of anger. 


For fifteen days, Bidia was not seen in the village. The village 
women gossiped in low voice about Bidia and Gelhi. Gelhi got to hear 
that. Some five or seven women were taking bath at the bathing 
ghat. Finding opportunity, Gelhi raised the topic. Naikhana’s wife added 
a couple of words to that. Nabaghania’s mother joined with them. 
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Bhalua’s mother who was listening to their talk, sarcastically 
commented, ‘Indeed, I can’t die in peace until I make this flat-nosed, 
large-feeted girl who stomped rather than walked, my daughter-in- 
law’. Hearing such a description of her daughter’s features, Gelhi 
exploded like gun-powder. All at once she pounced upon Bhalua’s 
mother and thrashed her with her brass bracelets. Bhalua’s mother’s 
back was sore for many days after this. She could not get up from 
her bed for long twelve days. The village elders again assembled to 
settle the matter. 


The name of the headman of their village was Baidhara Jena. 
Moreover he was the elder brother of Gelhi’s husband. Baidhara had 
defrauded them of all their landed property. Gelhi was in search of 
an opportunity to take revenge. She gnashed her teeth. In the past 
their caste assembly was held. When five members of the village 
Panchayat were in session deciding disputes, Gelhi presented herself. 
She scolded everybody to her heart’s content. Whatever had happened 
in their families, she brought to light. She made it her business to find 
other people’s weaknesses. She narrated everything: the daughter of 
Bauribandhu Sahani, who was one of the caste elders, had eloped 
with someone to Calcutta. Netei Padhan’s daughter-in-law had 
committed suicide by consuming opium. She did not forget to point 
out who had stolen whose bell-metal bowl etc. She informed on 
Chemi’s mother who had stolen some measures of paddy from Saita’s 
house. After this, pandemonium broke out. It took a month long to 
settle the matter. Yet the quarrels did not subside. 


You wake up in mornings, and you heard that there were quarrels 
in that village; in the evenings you also heard that there were squabbles 
in that village. It was not that Gelhi quarreled herself; she caused 
quarrels by spinning and cooking up stories. There were some other 
old hags in that village to give her company. Gelhi was their leader. 
Every evening they would hold a meeting on Gobara’s verandah with 
Gelhi as their president. That year the crops failed. Sundara Nahak 
was the share-cropper of Baidhara Jena. One day, finding opportunity, 
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Gelhi said to Baidhara Jena’s maid, Sobi, at the bathing ghat, ‘Sundara 
Nahak has misappropriated Baidhara’s paddy measuring two 
bharanas.’ The information reached Baidhara’s ears. He was a very 
suspicious person. He brought a suit against Sundara. The legal 
proceedings continued six months. Lots of money was spent. They 
were dog-tired after making innumerable trips to the courts at Khurda 
and Puri. Gelhi was jealous of others. A bullock died in the cattle- 
shed of Kanduria. The poor fellow did not know about that. Gelhi 
went and informed Sanei Mahapatra, the village priest, of the matter. 
Mahapatre hurried to Kanduria’s house. Kanduria performed the rites 
of expiation. He spent a lot of money and was saved. 


Kushunia set fire to the house of Dhobi Maharana at the tailor’s 
sahi. Somehow Gelhi got wind of this and passed it on to Dhobi. 
After this a fierce quarrel broke out in that sahi. 


As such things happened all too often people stopped all 
transactions with Gelhi. They stopped coming to her house. Nobody 
passed by her house. The young men of the village named Gelhi ‘the 
eleven-voiced woman’. Ratani grew up to be Gelhi’s companion. So, 
she was named ‘the nine-voiced woman’. 


All stopped coming to Gelhi’s house, true; only Loki Maharana’s 
family always continued to have relationship with Gelhi. Would she 
not find any friend and companion as she was a quarrelsome woman? 
Loki’s father’s name was Satura. Satura and Bidia were intimate 
friends. Right from their childhood they had done everything together_ 
playing, walking about, going to village school etc. It seemed as though 
the two shared one life. 

When Bidia had to set up a separate home because his brothers 
had turned hostile, Satura had offered him a plot of land adjacent to 
his house to build a house of his own. Satura had left for his heavenly 
abode long ago; only Loka was alive. Moreover, Loka worked in the 
house of Routray of Bhagabanpur. Who did not know the Routray 
family of Bhagabanpur? Seven generations of his family were famous 
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zamindars. Even if they belonged to the peasant caste, they adopted 
the surname ‘Mahanty’, which they thought accorded well with their 
wealth and status. They owned paddy-fields measuring more than 
hundred batis. Old zamindar Jadumani Routray had two wives, six 
sons and five daughters. Four of his daughters had passed away. 
The youngest one was married in Balubishi area. The old man had 
passed away ten years ago. His second wife, too, had died the day 
after she was blessed with her youngest son, Hari. 


The eldest son Shivachandra managed the affairs of the 
zamindari. His wife was childless. Govindaa was in charge of 
buildings. Many of their buildings in Puri and Cuttack were let out. 
They owned many fields and mango orchards at Madhuban and 
Majana areas. Bira was an advocate at Jajpur. Nabin was at home; 
he was a great patriot. You would not find a single piece of foreign 
cloth on his body. It might be a day of scorching heat, but he would 
walk about putting on coarse clothes. He did not pay heed, even 
through his mother and aunts took him to task for it. Smiling, he said, 
‘If you don’t like the food and cloth produced in your own country, 
you are traitors. What, we are after all simple Oriyas, we can make 
do with a piece of cloth, only a cubit long.’ He had a very good sense 
of humour. He would make a person laugh his head off. But he was 
an active person. He wanted the tenants to prosper. Many good deeds 
had been accomplished in the village through his efforts. For instance, 
malaria epidemic broke out in his village which was caused by water 
hyacinth-choked ponds. The villagers got scared and left for Calcutta 
and Rangoon, abandoning their hearth and home. Many died. To add 
to their misfortune, a terrible famine struck the village. Nabinbaboo 
requested his elder brother and waived the land revenue of the tenants. 
He also spent a lot of money to clean the ponds of water hyacinths. 
But all the water hyacinths did not die out. At last he filled a couple of 
ponds with earth and got dug three wells. No Jess money was spent 
from the treasury of the zamindari for this. His elder brother rebuked 
him. He warned him, ‘If you repeat this every year, you will be reduced 
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to a beggar.’ Nabin heard everything; but he would go on with his 
work, unperturbed. The tenants, for their part, lavished praise on him. 


Krushnachandra obeyed his brother very much. The thought 
of improving the lot of his country always absorbed him. All three 
brothers, Hari, Krushna and Nabin, were always busy trying to find 
solutions to all kinds of problems: what should be the ideal of our 
country, how would the common men receive education and training, 
how would the daughters of our country step out of their homes and 
perform some good deeds along with men and how would the famine 
and fever that had struck the village at the moment come to an end. 


Loknath was an intimate friend of Krushna. He was a tailor by 
caste. But even then he had deep and heartfelt intimacy with Krushna 
and Hari. Previously he worked as a clerk in some office in Cuttack. 
He also gave private tuition to some students. 


They were youngsters. Moreover, their days passed among 
friends in playing, laughing and making merry. You know how the 
present-day youths conduct themselves. Nothing seemed difficult in 
their eyes. They built castles in the air. They would save the country. 
The fact is that they were full of enthusiasm. Young as they were, 
their hearts were filled to bursting with vitality. Krushna, Hari and 
Loknath were young men like this. Guruchran had joined them. 
Whether or not the country was saved, they made lots of noise by 
blindly following the leaders of the Nationalist Movement. For some 
days, they did not want to study English and left their colleges. They 
moved from village to village and remained busy in activities like 
spinning thread by spinning wheels, weaving clothes, establishing 
village schools for low caste children and setting up of village 
panchayats. After six to eight months, they resumed their studies. As 
their father and brothers took them to task, again they joined their 
colleges. Their intention was good. But they could not think straight. 
They also shrank away from this when their father and brothers 
scolded them. 
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They were but beard!ess boys, what did they know about worldly 
life? What did they know about how difficult it was to earn a paisa? 
They indulged in something, which they considered right. 


At that time one incident occurred. All on a sudden, 
Shivachandra breathed his last. After the eldest brother passed away, 
the family broke up. Their mother was a widow; so she followed 
what others advised her. Birababoo, who was an advocate, lived at 
Jajpur. He was very careful about money. How could he tolerate the 
activities of the three younger brothers! Their father had possessed 
immense joint property. Shivababoo was childless. Their mother was 
in support of Govinda. Govinda, her second son, was as economical 
as his wife was a good housewife. At last the brothers quarreled 
among themselves and set up separate homes. After the property 
was distributed among the brothers, Nabin went away to Kashi. He 
was totally devoted to the service of the country and he did everything 
sincerely. 


At the time, the national conference of Hindu religion was 
convened at Kashi. Nabinbaboo attended it as a delegate. But 
something occurred, to his mind, there. He followed the advice of 
Swami Bholanath Giri, adorned himself in saffron cloths and remained 
there, forsaking all worldly attachments. 


So it provided opportunity to his two younger brothers to do 
what they liked. Hari nad joined B.A. class after passing L.A. He 
discontinued his studies. Krushnachandra had to go to Calcutta to 
study M.A. He also quit his studies. Loknath also left his salaried job. 


They had owned a big building in Saradeipur area. These two 
brothers and Lokanath together stayed there. As Hari and 
Krushnachandra were the zamindars of the village, the tenants easily 
obeyed them. The land revenue of the tenants was reduced. 
Krushnababoo was keen on how the harvest would improve and the 
tenants would get enough food and clothing and live happily. In every 
matter he said, ‘First stomach, then anything else. How can a man 
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be a human being unless his stomach is full? We can make them 
work, if we give them bellyful to eat.’ 


Saradeipur was a big village. People of all the thirty-six castes 
lived here. Weavers, blacksmiths, washer men, oilmen, confectioners, 
Pathans, Christians etc., lived as if they were blood relations. Though 
they earned less, they lived happily on their own. You would not find 
many educated people in the village. The village had only one Middle 
School for boys and a Lower School for girls. Some children studied 
at these schools. It had a few village schools where abadhans taught. 
Children studied there as well. 


Everything was well in the village, but there was a liquor den in 
it. People not only drank liquor but also smoked opium secretly there. 
In the past young gymnasts of the akhada group practiced wrestling 
there. At present they practiced wrestling in name onty. There they 
would gather to sing, dance and smoke hemp and to make merry. 


When Krushnababoo came, the first thing he did was to close 
the liquor den. People complained much. Many requested him to 
reopen it. Even some people were annoyed with him. But who did 
listen to them? 


One day, the village headman Bairagicharan Kanungo, called 
the dalabehera, met the zamindar baboo and discussed many things 
about it. Krushna baboo said, ‘Look uncle, you are requesting me to 
reopen the liquor den. But young men will take country liquor and 
alcohol and will be spoilt. What will happen to our society in future! 
Will these drunkards care for our society? While we will be looking 
on, our country will be ruined. You are speaking of income; true, the 
money you gain by making people drunk, provoking quarrels and riots 
among them and instigating them to make suit does not bring prosperity. 
You consider it. I am merely an inexperienced boy.’ The headman 
remained speechless. Muttering under his breath behind him he went 
home. The thing was that his income was nipped in the bud. Had 
there been suits among people, he would have earned some five to 
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twenty five rupees. Now people would be meek and mild. How would 
he get his extra money? 

But a theatre party was formed at the village for the 
entertainment of young men. The zamindar baboo was very 
enthusiastic about that. Many interesting activities like singing, 
drumming, fishing and visiting places were chosen. From Saturday 
afternoons to the whole of Sundays, people passed in merry-making. 
They had entertainment as well as learning at the same time. 
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Raghu, the Orphan 
Chapter V 


It was the “twenty-first day? celebration after the birth of 
Hurushi’s son and the Dussera festival was close at hand. ‘Tomorrow, 
early in the morning, Raghu will leave for his village and will stay 
there for fifteen days,’ Sita heard this. Who knows why, she looked 
sad. She felt as though Raghu would go away and remain absent for 
fifteen years. 


Sita was eager to tell Raghu how unhappy she was. Raghu and 
she had never been separated. They would now be separated for the 
first time. She sat thinking how this separation would be painful to 
her. As Sita peeled Jahnis, arums, potatoes and other vegetables with 
a kitchen knife for the curry to be prepared for supper, she kept 
wondering if Raghu would ever return. Next moment she thought 
that he was studying at a school. How long could he spend in his 
village away from school? But she felt a searing pain in her heart. 
The Dussera was only five days left. Raghu would go away during 
such a great festival. 


Raghu’s voice was heard from the other room. Sita got up in 
the middle of peeling a potato. Not quite aware of what she was 
doing, she came out and looked around. Piteinani noticed this and 
heaved a sigh. 


The next moment Raghu came in, a smile on his lips, and stood 
at the door of the kitchen. He called out, “What are you cooking 
Piteinani? Will you give me a morse! to eat?’ 


‘Come, sit down, my son,’ said Piteinani and put out a wooden 
seat for him. Sita pulled her sari over her head and busied herself in 
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slicing vegetables. Raghunath and Piteinani exchanged small talk. 
Piteinani asked, ‘For how many days are you going to your village?” 

‘Fifteen days, I and uncle are going together. We will come 
back together.’ 


‘This time you will celebrate the Dussera at your village, won’t 
you?’ 

Babu came out from another room and affectionately put his 
hand on Raghunath’s back and said, ‘We won’t feel good if you go 
away. Why are you going away for no good reason? We don’t go to 
our village.’ 

Finding the right opportunity Sita put in, ‘ Yes, you stay here. 
Won't it be good if you spend the Dussera here?’ 

‘My aunt is blessed with a son. The ‘twenty-first-day’ after his 
birth will be celebrated. I haven’t seen my aunt for many days. She 
loves me a lot.’ 


Sita said shyly, ‘Don’t we love you? We can’t bear the thought 
of not seeing you. You will go away for fifteen days! The time of 
your leaving is so near . . .’ 


Sita could not express her feelings clearly and fel! silent. Babu 
said, ‘Hey, you will come back after the puja.’ Both the boys went 
out. Sita looked at them for a long while and thought of something. At 
last, she heaved a sigh and lowered her head. Her eyes filled with 
tears. 


After evening set in Sita went to their roof and silently sat 
down in one corner. Grief rent her little heart. The girl could not 
figure out the cause of her sorrow, but her sorrow was unbearable. 
She looked up silently at the sky. The sky was dark. Only a few stars 
twinkled here and there. But Sita’s heart was darker than the sky. 
She knew that the course of her life would change before long. Only 
six months were left before this would happen. She had heard that 
she would get married to Brindavan, who was almost her father’s 
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age. She did not know what marriage really meant. But her sorrow 
was of a different nature. She loved one person and her heart cried 
out if he was out of sight even for a moment. Her heart broke at the 
thought that she would not see him for a long time. 


Sita knew in her heart of hearts that Raghunath was very dear 
to her. She did not see any difference between Babu and Raghu. For 
both, she was their darling ‘Sita’. They both lavished affection on 
her. But, she still knew that Raghu was dearer to her than was Babu. 
Raghu came to their house every day. Sita would eagerly wait for 
Raghu’s arrival. When would school be over and when would Raghu 
come? Sita saw wonderful charm in his large eyes, which she never 
found anywhere else in the world. She feasted her eyes on the wavy 
hair on his forehead and the beautiful golden colour of his body. 
Raghunath was a very handsome boy. She found him not only 
handsome, but also noble. Sita knew that Raghu was poor. But she 
found something special in Raghu, who lived as a dependent and she 
was overjoyed. Raghu’s virtues, his fame at school, his simplicity, 
humility, good nature and capacity for tolerance, Sita found extremely 
endearing and charming. Raghu never hurt her feelings and was 
always careful to please her. Sita remembered everything. 


During the Dussera Raghu would go away to his village for so 
many days and make her unhappy. She could not forgive this cruelty 
on the part of Raghu. She felt annoyed with him in her mind and 
scolded him. 


Raghu came and stood near her. He felt tempted to frighten 
Sita, who was sitting there in the dark. But, before he could do so, 
Sita recognised him and said, “ You’ll leave tomorrow morning then.’ 
Her voice sounded mournful. Raghu could not decide immediately 
what he would say in reply and asked, ‘Why? Was I here all these 
days?’ Raghu’s voice seemed very harsh to Sita. She did not say 
anything and looked on silently. Raghu edged closer to her and said 
like a guilty person, ‘Sita, don’t weep. I won’t leave you. I?ll come 
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back after the celebration of the ‘twenty-first-day’ ceremony.’ But 
Sita went on crying. Raghu could not bear the sight of Sita weeping. 
He said to her in a softer and more loving voice, ‘Chheeh, don’t weep. 
I’Il come back after two days. What will your mother say?’ Sita felt 
overcome with shyness. She looked at Raghunath’s face, smiled and 
said affectionately, ‘I’m not weeping. Chheeh, you are leaving; why 
should I weep? Why should your leaving matter to me?’ 


‘And, when you will leave, 1°11] weep. What will you say that 
day?’ 

Sita understood. Her heart trembled with shame. But she was 
speechless. Sita looked up at the rising moon, which was only four 
days old, and heaved a sigh. Raghunath continued, ‘Sita, after 
completing my study. I shall go to Bhubaneswar. Will you employ me 
in your estate? I shall work as your clerk.’ 


Babu said jokingly from behind, ‘If you misappropriate money 
from the treasury?’ 


Piteinani joined them and said, ‘Immediately he will be sent to jail.’ 


Raghunath jestingly replied, ‘Nani, it is called the house of one’s 
maternal uncle.’ 


Babu added, ‘Then, is Piteinani the maternal aunt?’ 


Raghu woke up early the next morning and got ready to 
accompany his uncle. Sita carefully prepared twenty paans for them 
to chew on their way and put those in Raghu’s cloth pouch. She tied 
some flattened rice, puffed rice and rasagollas in a gamachha for 
them. Seeing Sita so active, fun-loving Raghunath said, ‘Now, I 
won’t return from the village before I spent a whole month there.’ 
Sita said in a soft voice, ‘ You?1ll come back in less than fifteen days, 
not later. Are you on a vacation?’ 


Raghunath stopped joking and said, ‘I would not have gone. 
But I want to see my aunt and her new baby. Otherwise, I won’t feel 
good anywhere without you and Babu.’ 
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This comforted Sita. She looked at Raghunath with cheerful 
eyes. Raghunath found her eyes pure, loving and attractive. Raghu 
was consoled and set out for his uncle’s house. Sita watched them 
from their roof. Hrushi and Raghunath set out for their village along 
the ochre-coloured path. A packet hung across each of their shoulders. 
Sita stood there looking till they disappeared from her view. Gradually 
they went out of her sight. Two big teardrops appeared at the corners 
of her black eyes. She came down. 


* ¥ * 


Did Raghu remember her at all? If he did not see his aunt for a 
moment, he would go mad. How could he forget her for five long 
years? His aunt, Rasakala, wondered and her two eyes filled with 
tears. But, as soon as she saw him and caressed his head which was 
bowed to her in reverence, she forgot all her grievances. She 
affectionately took her boy into her arms. Raghunath forgot the gap 
of five years in the loving arms of his aunt and put his head in her lap 
like the same ten-year-old boy that he was earlier. 


The aunt and nephew talked of many things. It took Raghunath 
half a day to tell his aunt everything that had happened during the last 
five years. He could not come to the village for so long because of 
the cruelty of his uncle. When he told his aunt about the vow of his 
uncle that the aunt and nephew would not see each other, his aunt 
wept. His eyes, too, filled with tears. But, at last their affection won. 
Gradually the hard heart of Hurushia softened. Seasons rolled on for 
four years one after another, and the Dola and the Dussera festivals 
also passed. At long last the time to forgive Rasakala’s crime— her 
maternal love for Raghunath— came. She was blessed with a son 
on an auspicious day. Joyous at the birth of his new son, Hrushikesh 
took a long leave of absence during the Dussera and came here. He 
brought Raghu with him. That was why the aunt and nephew met 
after such a long interval. 


Seated in the middle room the aunt and nephew were busy 
with the chores of the baby son. Rasakala sat stretching her legs 
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before her and drawing her sari up to her knee in order to put her son 
on her legs and rub mustard oil and turmeric paste on his body. 
Raghunath slowly laid the baby on her aunt’s legs and sat down to 
see the baby massaged with turmeric paste. Today the ‘twenty-first 
day’ ceremony for the baby was being celebrated. He would be 
bathed. The priest would come in the evening and perform puja, and 
the baby would be given a name. Many persons selected names and 
Raghu, for his part, chose a name as well. The name of Rasakala’s 
first son was ‘Banamali’. So some people suggested the name 
‘Balabhadra’ or ‘Banchhanidhi’ for her second son. But his aunt was 
eager to know what name Raghu would give. Raghu said softly, ‘Aunt, 
I’m your eldest son and my name is Raghunath. So name him ‘Srinath’, 
which rhymes with my name.’ His aunt felt happy. She cuddled her 
new son cheerfully and said, ‘Hey you Srinath! Are you Srinath?’ 
Raghu ran joyously to the other room. He opened the wicker-box, 
brought out a little box and put it at his aunt’s feet. Even before his 
aunt opened the little case, he blushed. No sooner did his aunt open it 
than she was startled. There were a beautiful gold necklace designed 
by a goldsmith of Cuttack and a pair of silver bracelets for her baby. 
These ornaments would cost about a hundred rupees. She was 
surprised and said in a slightly loud voice, ‘Hey Raghu! Where did 
you get these things? Where did you get so much money?’ Raghu 
said haltingly, ‘I bought those at a jewellery shop in Cuttack. You will 
wear the necklace and the bracelets are for the new baby.’ 


His aunt asked, “Tell me the truth, my son, who gave you so 
much money?’ 


‘It’s not a lot of money.’ 
‘No, tell me the truth. How much did these cost?’ 


‘One hundred and ten rupees. Is it a big amount?’ His aunt bit 
her tongue and asked, ‘Who gave you five scores and ten rupees?’ 
Raghu felt embarrassed. Who? How could he say who gave him? 
Of course, one person had given him— one person had been giving 
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him for a long time. But he could not bring himself to utter her name 
before his aunt. Did he not tell her name? He told her name in the 
morning and yesterday. He told her name several times during their 
conversation. But, he carefully kept his intimacy with her a secret. 
His aunt understood that Raghu concealed something from her. 
Women are inquisitive by nature. Now she kept nagging him, ‘Tell 
me, son! I won’t disclose it to anyone. Did you borrow this money? 
Or did you bring it from your new mother?’ Raghu’s eyes filled with 
tears. He said, ‘Aunt, am I a thief?’ He said this with a feeling of 
hurt, and remained silent for a while. At last, he said, ‘Aunt, do I keep 
anything secret from you? The master’s daughter gives me money 
every day. I saved that money which amounted to hundred and fifty 
rupees. I have brought these ornaments, clothes and thirty rupees in 
cash for you.’ 


His aunt was surprised and asked, ‘Did Sita give you so much 
money? How could you take from her without the knowledge of her 
parents? Isn’t her father a miserly fellow?’ 


Raghu was at a loss for words. He considered himself guilty 
and lowered his head for a while. He remembered Sita’s charming 
face, the loving look in her beautiful eyes, the money she secretly 
gave him with her little hand, and everything about her. He nerved 
himself and said in a soft voice, ‘Aunt, you must have imagined that 
I sweet-talked Sita and Babu into giving me money. It’s not so. They 
love me very much. I, too, love them more than my life. The mistress 
can’t do without seeing me every day. She is so affectionate!’ His 
aunt’s heart jumped up. Suddenly Rasakala thought what a simple- 
minded and credulous woman thinks and her eyes lit up with joy. She 
smiled and said in a soft voice, ‘Will the master make you his son-in- 
law, my son?’ Now, Raghu felt terribly awkward. A momentary fancy 
that he would marry Sita embarrassed him. He looked away, smiled 
and sat speechless. Next moment he remembered Brindavan 
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Chaudhury. He heaved a deep sigh and relieved the pain in his heart; 
he remained silent. His aunt rose to take her bath. Today she felt 
extremely happy at the prospect of her nephew’s good fortune. 


She had much experience of life. She knew that physical union 
is no marriage. She lacked nothing in her husband’s house; she had 
no sorrow. But, putting on gold ornaments and pata saris, had not 
made her happy. She came here as a daughter-in-law at the age of 
ten and now she was thirty. But she had never received her husband’s 
love. She was not blessed with a child till she was twenty. So she 
was subjected to a great deal of harassment by her mother-in-law, 
sister-in-law and husband. Even her husband planned to marry for 
the second time. But, by the grace of God, her son, Bana, was born 
that year. Even at present when she looked at him, she remembered 
everything that had happened before his birth. She would endure 
beatings and wipe away her tears with the fringe of her sari. During 
the noon she sat in the shade of a mango tree by the well in the 
backyard and prayed to many gods time and again. As she lighted a 
wick on the mound on which a tulsi-plant was grown, she would pray 
to goddess Brindavati, the tulsi-plant. She worshipped gods and 
goddesses at Hatakeshwar, Bhubaneswar, Puri and many other 
places. Her husband tormented her a lot as she was a childless 
woman. Was all this conjugal love? Is that how a husband exercises 
his authority over his wife? They give their wives a morsel of rice to 
eat and a piece of cloth to wear; but they get back every paisa by 
making their wives slog. Wives have to do all the household work 
and look after the children. Nowhere else in the world do women 
have to do so much work. God created men and women with the 
same number of hands, legs, eyes and ears. But, why does the fate 
of women lie crushed under a stone and that of men under a leaf? 
Rasakala could not find out a convincing answer to this question. She 
was convinced that it was the outcome of her deeds. If a person 
commits sins in his previous birth, he takes birth as a woman. But, if 
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Raghunath married Sita, Sita would berewarded for her millions of 
righteous deeds by getting a husband like Raghunath. 


The train of thought of his aunt was interrupted. The puja for 
the ‘twenty-first day’ ceremony of the baby started with great pomp. 
Hrushikesh was blessed with another son after two daughters. Now, 
he felt as if he possessed everything in his life. Today, his children 
were very happy. Banamali and Gouri were very glad to have their 
elder brother, Raghunath, among them. But, Kishori had never seen 
him. Now she was three years old. So Raghunath affectionately took 
her in his arms and wandered about in the village. Raghunath met 
many villagers. It would be wrong to say that all were delighted when 
they found orphaned and penniless Raghunath better off. Indeed, 
many were jealous of him deep within. But Raghunath took no notice 
of this. Whether he was invited over or not, he called on everybody. 


Banchhanidhi Satapathy, a rich man of their village, was very 
glad when he saw Raghunath. Raghunath was studying in the third 
year of Entrance. He was sharply intelligent and handsome. He hailed 
from a good family. Now-a-days Hrushikesh was quite well off; he 
had built a pucca house and purchased landed property. If he did not 
marry one of his daughters, Ramaa, Kshema, Uma, Bama into this 
family, would he search the whole world for a worthy bridegroom? If 
he got both Raghunath and Banamali to be his sons-in-law, he would 
be lucky indeed. 


That evening Satapathy’s wife visited Rasakala. It is very difficult 
on the part of the poor to get even the dust off the feet of the rich. At 
present, Raghunath and the villagers were surprised when they saw 
aunt Suruji and aunt Rasa enjoying the same social standing. What can 
money not do? Clever Hurushi understood that as he had money, it 
would not be difficult for him to get his daughter, Gouri, whose 
complexion was golden like a champak flower, married to Lakhia. 


Rasakala’s thought remained within herself. As it was always 
their habit, the aunt and nephew affectionately exchanged small talk. 


୨୨ 
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Rasakala never looked upon Raghu as her nephew; she regarded 
him as her eldest son. They both were seated by the hearth. His aunt 
affectionately raised the topic of his marriage. Overcome with 
shyness, Raghu said, ‘Aunt, don’t ask me to marry. Let me first 
finish my studies and get a salaried job. Many will come to serve you 
as your maidservant.’ 

‘Why maidservant, my son? Will a daughter of Satapathy’s 
family be our maidservant? Rama’s father will make you gharjuain.’ 


Suddenly Raghunath’s face was contorted with hate. He could 
not restrain himself and said, ‘Aunt, don’t utter the name of aunt 
Suruji. Do you not remember how they tormented my mother and 
sister? I’m an orphan and penniless. Since when have they been 
lavishing so much affection on me? A daughter of their family won’t 
come to our house even if she is a princess.’ But, putting everything 
so bluntly to his aunt made Raghu feel shy. He wiped tears from his 
eyes. His aunt recalled the earlier incidents and heaved a sigh. Then 
she said in a low voice, ‘A princess will be my daughter-in-law, you?ll 
see. The master will marry his daughter to you.’ 


Raghu went out. The sky was dark and only a couple of stars 
twinkled. Seated on the ridge by the paddy field Raghu looked up at 
the distant sky. Indeed, today he strongly wished the words of his 
aunt came true. Raghunath was now a young boy. His heart now felt 
the first stirrings of desire. That desire grew stronger in him on that 
still lonely night as he spent time at the outskirt of the village. But, the 
next moment he remembered Brindavan Chaudhury. The boy 
drenched his cheeks with tears and came back home. But his heart 
cried out: Sita, Sita, Sita! 

The sweet waves of man’s first love danced in Raghu’s heart. 
There was in it more of the joy of that feeling than the pangs of 
separation. His desire for his love to be requited was stronger than 
the desire to marry her. He felt, he lay beyond the reach of destiny. 
He, like a child, wandered free in the land of Nature. How would he 
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understand the import of the bond of marriage? So Raghu felt 
comforted by the thought that Sita loved him. 


Chapter- VI 


Sita came and lay on her bed. The little girl could partly figure 
out that a great change had taken place in her life. A nameless and 
deep despair oppressed her heart. Thoughts of Raghunath came into 
her mind. He would come after two hours. But, today, Sita felt very 
sad. Two days back her engagement with Brindavan had been 
solemnised. Her father promised to marry his daughter holding a 
string of holy tulsi-beads and finalised her bride-price. Brindavan was 
a landlord and would pay three hundred and fifty rupees by way of 
bride-price. Added to that, this alliance would prove beneficial to his 
property transactions. Brindavan possessed much landed property 
and Sita’s father, Chandrashekhar, had taken on lease many fields in 
his estate. Having the landlord as his son-in-law, he would be exempted 
from paying the tax for lands measuring twenty batis; and it would 
not be difficult to have a hold on Brindavan. Chaudhury selected 
a bridegroom for his daughter carefully weighing the pros and 
cons. But Saraswati was very unhappy at this proposal. Though 
Chaudhury knew this, he thought: ‘A woman’s advice brings ruin,’ 
and finalised the matter without consulting her. 


‘He is above forty-five years old. Will he again marry at this 
age?’ Saying this Paramananda sat down beside Chaudhury. Haria 
placed paan and tobacco powder before them. Paramanada took a 
paan from the plate and while chewing it, he again asked, ‘Hey, you 
made the engagement without consulting me? Shankar babu’s son, 
Giridhari, of our village passed the Entrance examination this year. 
He is now at college. Our daughter is very beautiful. I would have 
settled her marriage with him.’ 


A smile playing on his lips, Chaudhury said, ‘I know Shankar. 
What does he possess except a salaried job? Is it enough that his son 
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has passed Entrance? We should see whether a person has property 
to live on before we marry our daughter into his family.’ 

‘Then, why didn’t you send marriage proposal to Janardana 
secretly? After all, his family is well-to-do.’ 


‘But, he can’t match Brindavan. He is a landlord.’ 


‘But, why did you select such an old man to be your bridegroom? 
Your daughter won’t be happy. Sadashiva would have been a better 
choice.’ 

“] had Sadashiva in mind; but it ended like this. In this respect I 
haven’t done anything wrong. Sadashiva will marry at Mangalpur. 
Look, III make the old man will half of his property in my daughter’s 
name. Will he cheat me? You don’t know Paramananda, 1°11! gain a 
lot by Sita’s marriage into that family. He is our landlord. 1°11 be 
exempted from paying revenue on twenty batis of land. He has a 
share in my eight big orchards. Finding the right opportunity, .I°H 
transfer those to my name. Do you think that I’m a fool that I would 
marry my daughter to an old man without any means of making profit?’ 

Saying, ‘Sita, what are you doing?’ Paramananda entered the 
house. The utterly dejected look in his niece’s face suddenly made 
his heart burst. ‘Has this little girl realised what misfortune is in store 
for her?’ He thought and asked, ‘Where’s your mother?”? 

‘In the backyard,’ said Sita and went to the kitchen. 


Paramananda proceeded to the backyard to meet his sister. 


Saraswati was supervising the work of fencing the backyard. 
When she saw her brother, she said, ‘Did you find out? Did I tell you 
a lie?’ 


‘Forget it; what was decreed has come to pass. How can we 
scoop up spilt milk? One gets married to one whom one is destined 
to marry.’ 


“True, marriages are made in heaven. What can we parents do?’ 
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“You marry your daughter to an old man according to your own 
choice and say, “Marriages are made in heaven.” My brother-in-law 
looked for money. He has no affection for his children.’ 


‘Don’t talk like this. Your brother-in-law will feel bad. Age 
doesn’t matter in case of a man. At best he may be forty. A girl 
grows quickly like a giant, even as you look on.’ 


Interrupting her Paramananda said, ‘No, no sister! You’re 
ruining your beautiful daughter.’ 


Saraswati heaved a sigh and said, ‘What can I do Paria! 
Everything happens according to one’s fate. Or else, how come we 
wanted Sita to marry Sadei but now his father will marry her? I’m 
only a woman. Who pays any heed to me? You know, your brother- 
in-law never consults me. He does what he thinks is good.’ 


‘He is doing something wrong.’ 


‘Who knows, we women need not bother about that. He knows 
what is right and what is wrong.’ 


“When will you get her married?’ 
‘In coming Baishakha.’ 


Raghu who came and stood behind them, heard everything. 
While thinking about Sita’s fate, he set off for home. On seeing Raghu, 
Sita came out. When Raghu left without talking to anyone, she was 
filled with sorrow. 


Raghu sat at the root of a guava tree that stood in front of their 
house, deep in thought. Old Brindavan’s head covered with half black 
and half grey hairs, his aged face and cold body flashed across his 
mind one by one like pictures. He was so old whereas Sita was so 
young and beautiful. Would Sita be happy in this marriage? They 
were like a grandfather and a granddaughter. If the old man passed 
away . . . His thoughts would not go further. He had seen Piteinani 
observing fasts on ekadashi without taking even a drop of water. The 
eyes of the boy filled with tears. Raghunath slowly rose and went 


103 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


into the house. Worried, Taramani said, ‘Raghu, go and see what’s 
your father doing in the hut of Satura, the fisherman? It’s already 
two o’clock and he has neither bathed nor eaten.’ Raghu went to 
Satura’s hut. His hut stood on a dirty street littered with garbage at 
Telanga bazaar. There were some twenty huts lying close to one 
another. A narrow dusty path, a cubit wide, ran between two rows of 
huts. When Raghu entered the hut, he found his father sitting on a 
tattered sack. A boy of sixteen or seventeen years lay on a grubby 
bed by him. He was on the verge of death. His hands and legs looked 
black like pieces of burnt firewood, his face was pale and black like 
broken pieces of black earthenware and he was wheezing. Raghunath 
was frightened. He heard faint sound of women weeping in the other 
room. Suddenly, Satura pushed open the main door and entered the 
hut. He threw himself before the Kabiraj. He could not utter a word 
for a long while. Then with great difficulty he said in a low voice, 
‘Kabiraje, you are my father. Save me, give him life. You have done 
a lot for me. He is my only son.’ A deep sigh escaped Jagannath. 
But, he said in a firm voice, ‘My son, if I had power to bless someone 
with life, I would have been God. Pray to God. If you pray to Him, 
He will help you. We have to endure the consequences of our deeds 
in our previous births.’ The next moment he examined the patient’s 
pulse. Raghu went out and stood waiting for him. A woman said 
from the inner room, ‘Kabiraje, you have been sitting in our poor 
house since early morning. How can we repay your kindness? We 
are poor and helpless people. Who knew that this terrible fate would 
befall us?’ After a while, the sound of wailing came. Jagannath 
examined the patient’s pulse again and again and massaged medicine 
on his forehead and feet. 


Raghu called out from behind him, ‘Father’. Jagannath turned 
back his face and replied, ‘Son, you go home. I’11 return after an 
hour.’ Raghu came back. 


Jagannath returned home tired at about four o’clock in the 
afternoon. After taking bath he took his lunch and rested for four 
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hours. Again he set out at eight o’clock in the night. Taramani 
requested him, ‘Don’t go again at night.’ “I°1I come back soon,’ said 
Jagannath and left. As she lay beside Rebati, Taramani prayed to 
God a thousand times for the good of her husband and his patient and 
read the Ramayan in the light of the earthen lamp. 


* * * 


Sita sat by the side of the well and hummed a song. Today she 
seemed very absent-minded. Ten years of her life had rapidly passed 
by. Next Tuesday she would get married. But she did not understand 
what marriage was. She'only knew that she would go to her mother- 
in-law’s house and an elderly man having three sons and two daughters 
would become her husband. A daughter-in-law would come to that 
house along with her and Sita would be her mother-in-law. Thinking 
about that Sita felt ashamed. But she could not figure out whether 
she would gain or lose anything by this. She only thought, ‘Shall 1 
marry such an old man? People will laugh at me.’ Next moment, her 
worry vanished and a handsome face appeared before her. 


Raghu came in, smiling, and sat down beside her. He held 
out a full-blown rose. ‘Take this’, he said and offered it to her. 
Sita eagerly took the flower and tucked it in her hair. Raghu 
watched her silently. 


It was noon and silence reigned everywhere. Their school and 
the cutcherry were closed for Good Friday. Babu had gone to his 
maternal uncle’s house. Babu would also be married this week. But 
only one person, Raghunath, would not marry. Poor Raghunath now 
understood his situation after so many days. Babu and Rebati would 
be married; Sita would get married. But he, who was always their 
friend, would remain single. Why should he feel sad for that? But, he 
felt dejected. Looking at Sita’s face, his grief surged up. His heart 
burst at the thought that after only two days Sita would belong to 
another person. Sita belonged to him; he had given his entire being to 
Sita and made her his own. Now the same Sita would go to another’s 
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house. But, why did he feel depressed, though he knew that every 
girl must marry and go to another person’s house? 


What would Raghunath think? He had lost his power to'think. 
He only silently gazed at Sita’s face. Unconsciously tears rolled down 
his cheeks. Sita, too, silently gazed at him. Her eyes filled with tears. 
She wept. Today all her sorrows turned into tears and rolled down 
her cheeks. Who said that Sita did not understand anything? 


Raghu consoled her in a soft voice, ‘Chheeh, are you weeping? 
What has happened to you?’ 

Sita could not say what was wrong with her. She only looked at 
Raghunath with sorrowful eyes. Raghu understood and a deep sigh 
pierced his heart. He again wept. 


‘Sita! Sita!’ called out Piteinani. On hearing this, Sita ran into 
the house. Left alone Raghu reflected on many things—who was 
Sita to him? How was Sita, whom he loved passionately with all his 
heart, related to him? Sita would be Brindavan’s wife. What was she 
to him? Why did he think of Sita every moment? Indeed, he had 
reasons to worry. Everybody gets married; but, who does marry such 
an old man? Did Providence not create a worthy husband for Sita? 
Was Sita so unfortunate? If Brindavan died, how would delicate Sita 
observe fasts on ekadashi? How would she endure the sufferings of 
widowhood? Sita would never pass away before the fifty-year-old 
man dies. Again Sita, a little girl, would be a mother-in-law and mother 
of her five step-children. Never had such a strange thing happened. 
Raghunath was an intelligent boy. His tender heart was rent at the 
prospect of Sita’s suffering. He only remained sitting in silence. 

Raghu looked up at the distant sky and thought of many things. 
He was now sixteen-years-old; but he was only a boy, inexperienced 
in worldly affairs. A meek and mild Raghu, who had been raised by 
Jagannath and Taramani and who was possessed of a character as 
pure as crystal, was overcome with grief at the sorrows of Sita, his 
friend since childhood. He knew that Sita meant everything to him. 
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He never thought that she was anything more than that. How did it 
matter if he thought her so? After all, he was a penniless orphan. 


Today was Sunday and the marriage ceremony was to be held 
only two days later. Suddenly, the message came that Brindavan 
Chaudhury was seriously ill. The date of marriage was shifted. 
Saraswati sat leaning against the wall, as if she had been struck by a 
thunderbolt. While cursing the ill-luck of his daughter, Chaudhury 
went to the cutcherry. Pujas were promised to many gods and 
goddesses for the recovery of Brindavan. As Piteinani wiped her 
tears with her sari-end, she performed domestic chores. 


The marriage of Babu was performed with the usual rites. 
Scolding his daughter, Chaudhury went off to Sarangpur with his son 
to get him married. Sita remained in their house and waited for the 
‘arrival of the new bride. The new bride was none other than Rebati, 
Kabiraj Jagannath’s daughter. 


Rebati was ten years old. This little bride, who put on a spot of 
vermillion and sandalwood paste designs on her forehead and 
ornaments all over her body, came and bowed at Saraswati’s feet. 
Saraswati forgot the misfortunes of her daughter and hugged her 
little daughter-in-law, beautiful as a half-moon. On looking at the bright 
and charming face of Rebati, a new chapter opened up in the life of 
sixteen-year-old Babu. After a few days of her marriage Rebati went 
back to her father’s house. But, as his father-in-law’s house was 
near, Babu always went over there with Raghu. He was no longer 
interested in his lessons at school. 


Gradually, the months of Ashadh, Shraban, Bhadrav and Ashwin 
passed by. Brindavan who had an attack of rheumatism and who had 
lain bedridden, did not recover. He left for his heavenly abode on the 
eleventh day in the month of Kartika, leaving behind his kith and kin 
to mourn for him. He also shattered Chaudhury’s hope for the bride- 
price. Chaudhury’s house was filled with pitiful cry. Shekhar Chaudhury 
scolded inauspicious Sita to his heart’s content and sat down on the 
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veranda. Sita who felt deeply hurt and grief-stricken, lay on her bed, 
weeping. Brindavan passed away. But, how was she to blame for his 
death? She was not the one who had decreed his fate. Her father 
still said that she was an inauspicious and luckless woman. She could 
not be the daughter-in-law of a big landlord family because of her 
bad luck. The village women severely hurt her feelings, which was 
like adding salt to a wound. They sneered at her saying, ‘She ate up 
her husband before her marriage. Oh, how inauspicious she is! What 
does it matter if she is beautiful? She carries signs of widowhood all 
over her body.’ But they dared not say anything to her face for fear 
of Saraswati. Only one woman, Radhamani, the wife of Saraswati’s 
husband’s cousin, Nabaghana, said such nasty things in the open. 


Radhamani was a very quarrelsome woman. As a result of her 
wounding words, Nabaghana was never happy. She would never 
utter a respectful word to her in-laws. She came to Cuttack on the 
occasion of Babu’s marriage and stayed here in the residence of her 
husband’s younger brother. She was poor, but, Saraswati was rich. 
She was therefore jealous of her. When she heard that Sita’s would- 
be husband had passed away, Radhamani could not keep quiet. She 
said in a loud voice, ‘Shame to you. Oh you inauspicious woman, 
your forehead is high, your face is small like a bean. You carry no 
sign of a married woman. How can you marry and Jead a conjugal 
life?’ Her voice grew louder. Saraswati was irritated at her words 
and objected to her. That day a terrible quarrel broke out in their 
house. On hearing their shouts the village women gathered there. In 
a fit of anger Radhamani hired a carriage and proceeded to leave for 
her home in broad day light. But, before she left, she did not forget to 
say certain things about Raghu and Sita. The women left for their 
homes after saying whatever they felt like. 


As Saraswati brooded over the utter misfortune of Sita in anger 
and sorrow, she secretly shed tears. Rice dried in the plate. Piteinani 
was tired of requesting her to eat; but she did not pay any heed-to 
her. At last Piteinani said in anger and resentment, ‘Why do you 
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weep so much? Would gold rust, whatever others may say? Well, he 
is a Brahmin’s son. You get her married to him. Why do you feel so 
sad at the words of that cursed woman?’ Having said this old woman 
arranged in words the funeral rites of fourteen generations of 
Radhamani and drew Saraswati to the dining place. But Saraswati 
did not open her mouth against her husband’s elder brother’s wife. 
Chaudhury insulted his elder brother’s wife a lot on this matter. 
Saraswati tried to dissuade him by saying that she was his elder 
sister-in-law, deserving of respect. But Chaudhury would not listen 
to her. He could not rest until he saw her off. Word spread in the 
village that being proud of her wealth, Saraswati had driven her elder 
sister-in-law out of her house in broad day-light. 


Danger never comes alone. In the month of Chaitra Saraswati 
gave birth to a premature stillborn baby and narrowly escaped death. 
It took her two months to recover from her illness. Her condition had 
hardly improved when Babu fell seriously ill. He had an attack of 
typhoid for twenty-one days, which left him very weak. It took six 
months to nurse him back to health. When her husband was ill, Rebati 
came of age and came to her father-in-law’s house. She was twelve. 
But Sita lived in her house, neglected by her parents. Chaudhury 
searched for a bridegroom for her at some places. Nowhere could 
he find a groom for her. People said that her would-be husband died 
before she was married to him; she carried all marks of a widow on 
her body; she was inauspicious etc. and so she passed her days in 
her father’s house. If any bridegroom was found, he agreed to marry 
Sita without paying the bride-price. So Chaudhury got angry and 
rejected the candidate. 


Chapter XI 


Tears streamed down Saraswati’s eyes and her heart burst 
with grief as she thought: ‘Oh! You did such a terrible thing! Oh 
God, did you decree such a fate for Sita?’ But she could not nerve 
herself to raise her voice against her husband openly. Centuries of 
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slavery had rendered her race numb! How could she oppose her 
husband! But, could not she say a word in defence of truth and justice? 
She could do so, but, what would be the outcome? Chaudhury was 
not one to budge from his decision. She had never imagined her great 
hope would suddenly be shattered. Saraswati had served her husband 
all her life; she did not worship any god except him; she shared his 
joys and sorrows; she regarded his words as the holy words of the 
Veda. But, never had she dreamt that today she would meet such a 
terrible fate. It was her belief that her husband was her god. But, 
what happened today? Somebody removed the blinkers from her 
eyes! Saraswati could not bear the burden of her pent up sorrow. 
She mustered all her strength and went up to her husband. She said, 
‘Oh, listen to me! You married Sabi and Sara as you liked; I did not 
open my mouth. Marry Sita as I want. I hold your feet, please try to 
understand. Don’t give away my daughter to Dibakar who is a 
drunkard; my child will die. Please consider what I say.’ Saying this, 
she threw herself at his feet. 


Chaudhury felt angry; but he restrained himself and said, ‘You 
are only a woman; you don’t understand anything. I know Dibakar’s 
character is slightly tainted. But, you must consider his position and 
reputation, and the prestige of his family. He is highly educated and 
he is handsome like Lord Kartika. He is like a pririce. Why do you 
take into account that negligible blemish in his character? We are 
lucky if we get such a son-in-law. And Raghua is an orphan and 
destitute who lives in other people’s house. How can I marry my 
daughter to him?’ 


Tears rolling down her cheeks, Saraswati said, ‘Jagannath has 
adopted him. Won’t he mind it?’ 

Chaudhury was a little excited and said, ‘What? Shall I bring 
ruin to my beautiful and worthy daughter, precious like gold, only 
because he’ll feel bad? Well, I have brought a daughter-in-law from 
his house. He has incited you!’ After saying this, he was about to 
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say nasty things about him. Saraswati felt scared and said, ‘Silence, 
silence! He didn’t tell me anything. Don’t scold an innocent man.’ 


Chaudhury did not say what he was about to say. Instead, he 
said angrily, ‘Look, an adopted son is like a spare beam in a thatched 
roof. He can’t be relied upon permanently. He is so clever! A nephew 
of my clerk who lives off the salary I pay! He is insignificant like an 
ant and now he tries to climb the social ladder as an ant climbs to the 
top of a lamp-stand. He wants to be my son-in-law! You don’t like 
Dibakar, who is a landlord and the master of forty villages. He is well 
known in Cuttack, Calcutta, Kashi, Gaya and Brindavan. We should 
bow down to him and marry our daughter to him. Instead, he’IIl pay 
two thousand rupees to marry your daughter— he doesn’t ask for 
your daughter for free. Can this penniless Raghua, a drudge slogging 
away in someone else’s house, be compared even to his little finger? 
Is he worth the dust under Dibakar’s feet?’ 


Saraswati said softly, ‘He drinks a lot; he has a wife; I implore 
you!’ 

Now, Chaudhury could not restrain himself any more and said, 
‘Look, don’t talk so much. How dare you, a woman, talk back to 
me? You are incapable of taking decisions as goats can’t do the work 
of treading on stalks of paddy, which is the job of bullocks. You have 
no sense of dignity. If you had no nose to smell, you would have 
eaten excreta. How can you raise your voice against my decision? 
You only eye for Raghua, who is handsome. He has no parents, no 
honour, and no prestige. He hails from a family of labourers— his 
mother husked paddy in other’s houses and his uncle slogs under me 
in order to make a living! How can he be equal to us? Dibakar seems 
unsuitable to you? He owns one thousand batis of paddy fields and 
his gold and silver jewellery fill in many wicker boxes. My daughter 
will be his chief wife and her mother cries about her daughter’s 
misfortune. You are such a fool, a stupid fellow! Hey, eh, your fourteen 
generations will be saved if you marry your daughter to Dibakar. Is 
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there any charitable person like him? Is there anyone as highly 
educated as him? Is any person as respected as him? He drinks 
occasionally, or ogles a little at somebody and you keep harping on 
that. How can you lead worldly life if you take these into account? 
Are there not some five to twenty-five maidservants in a palace of a 
king? Does a king lose his position and prestige on that account?’ 


Saraswati could not be satisfied. Sobbing, she said, ‘If you marry 
my Sita into that family, 1 tell you the truth, 1°11 take poison or jump 
into a pond or a river.’ 

Chaudhury sneered at her, saying, ‘Go, jump into a river now. 1 
won’t listen to you. I shall marry Sita to him. It’s true, true, true. 
Honouring the words of you, a woman, I won’t give away my daughter 
to a nomadic beggar. Tell that chap not to come to our house again. 
Aren’t you ashamed that you have allowed your nubile daughter to 
choose her own husband? The mother, daughter and son, all three 
are unanimous, adamant. Though I’m her father, nobody cares for 
my opinion. You all take poison and die.’ Saying this he scolded his 
wife a lot using unmentionable words. At that time Babu, who was 
going by that door, heard the angry words of his father. He felt hurt 
and entered the room and stood near his mother. He said in a voice 
tinged with pent up grief, ‘Mother! Let Sita die, you keep quiet. People 
will hear us, don’t weep. Never had this happened to you. This was 
decreed in your fate today.’ 


On seeing Babu, Chaudhury’s anger reached a new height. In 
a fit of anger he flung the accounts book at him. He had no affection 
for his darling son. Babu moaned, ‘Oh, mother!’ and sat down there. 
Sita rushed in from the other room. On seeing the condition of her 
mother and brother, her heart filled with grief. But Chaudhury did not 
see that. He went to the bed room, flinging most obscene expressions 
at the three of them. 


How intoxicating money can be! Dibakar would pay two 
thousand rupees as bride-price. How could Chaudhury forgo it? He 
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was not a man who would let the words of his illiterate wife, Saraswati 
and Babu, who could not understand anything, make him change his 
mind. 

Which Brahmin family wouid hesitate to have marital alliance 
with the family of Samant Sri Lokanath Mishra, a landlord who was 
renowned all over Orissa. Chaudhury’s joy knew no bounds. 
Muttering curses on Raghunath’s ancestors, he lay in his bed. 
Saraswati came from that place and massaged her husband’s legs. 
Again the couple talked much about Sita’s marriage for a long time. 
Saraswati wept bitterly; but Chaudhury’s hard heart did not melt. At 
last Saraswati gave up the hope of marrying Sita to Raghunath. 


It was three o°clock in the night. Seated on the roof, Saraswati 
and Piteinani shed copious tears for a long time. The moon of the 
month of Baishakha was about to set in one corner of the sky. One 
side of trees was dark and the other was lighted. In the still night 
occasionally a bird flapped its wings in the hollow of a tree and now 
and then a leaf rustled. 


On seeing Sita who was asleep by her side, Saraswati felt as 
though her heart would burst. In fifteen days Sita’s looks were altered. 
Her smile had faded; the golden colour of her body which was like 
that of a champak flower had turned black like that of burnt firewood. 
She was careless of her food and drink. She only wandered, secretly 
weeping and swelled her eyes. It was as if she wished to die; but, 
she was speechless. 

And Babu? He had lost interest in everything. He and Rebati 
secretly discussed many things. Babu wanted to get Sita married to 
Raghunath without the knowledge of his father. But Rebati hesitated. 
She was scared, lest her old father-in-law would curse her son and 
daughter. After all, a mother is always frightened. 

And Raghunath? Saraswati did not see Raghunath again. Since 
the day he heard those terrible words of Shekhar Chaudhury, he had 
not been crossing his threshold. 


113 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


What prank was Providence playing? It united two hearts and 
souls and, now, it was trying to tear one from the other. Who could 
figure out what its intention was? Saraswati looked up at the sky in 
grief and her heart filled with sobs. Oh God, You did it! You ruined 
Sita’s life. 

The moon and stars in the sky looked down at Saraswati’s 
face. It was as if the stars said, ‘Chheeh, Saraswati, how can you 
put the blame on God? Is it God’s doing or your husband’s? He, who 
fathered Sita, has ruined her. Ah, he who brought her to the world 
could be so cruel!’ The moon joined the stars and said, ‘Who was to 
blame for Sita’s ruin? Is your husband not to blame? First he promised 
to marry Sita to Raghunath and now he sells his daughter to another 
person because of his greed for money. You are powerless to oppose 
this marriage. How come you are Sita’s mother and you carried her 
in your womb? Shame, shame!” 


Saraswati wept piteously. Piteinani wiped her tears with the 
fringe of her sari and said, ‘Why are you weeping, sister? All this is 
the divine play of Great Lord Jagannath.’ 


Saraswati said firmly, ‘Indeed, you told the truth, sister! Where 
the father gives up his daughter, sells his daughter without paying 
any heed to the opinion of the entire family, there . . .? 


Piteinani interrupted her, ‘Be quiet, be quiet. It’s a terrible sin 
to condemn one’s husband.’ 


Saraswati said, sternly, ‘How can you say such a thing, sister? 
Why should 1 care? My heart breaks. It would be better to throw 
Sita into the Mahanadi than marrying her to Dibakar. My heart is 
seared. At last I lost hope of Raghunath; and my daughter is ruined. 
How could the father do this to his daughter? How could he give 
away his daughter in exchange of two thousand rupees? I’m so 
inauspicious that I carried her in my womb. Do you know what Babu 
has said? He will be away from Cuttack on the day of Sita’s weddin g. 
Then only his father will realise his fault.’ 
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Piteinani said in despair, * You all may do whatever you like, he 
won’t marry Sita to anyone other than Dibakar. Do you know Kartika 
Nanda is behind all this?’ 


Saraswati heaved a sigh and said, ‘Is he childless? How could 
he do such a thing to my child?’ 


‘Did he do it on his own? Sabi’s father had fiercely quarrelled 
with him over the marriage proposal of Nabakishore. Do you 
remember, or did you forget?’ 


‘Oh, he belongs to our caste and is so jealous of us. Ah! Fate. I 
destroyed Raghu and Sita. Had I known that this would happen . . .? 


Piteinani consoled her, saying, ‘Hey, hey, you didn’t intend to 
harm them. Chaudhury himself had agreed to the proposal. How 
could you predict that he would so suddenly change his mind? What’s 
the use of worrying over what has already happened?’ Saying this, 
again she cried, ‘Ah my Sita! I raised you since your infancy. You 
would have married Raghua and found happiness. The bride and 
bride groom would have lit up the house.” 


Saraswati sighed and said, ‘The young man is reading in college. 
I would have got him to have a degree in law; I would have kept my 
daughter and son-in-law in our house and have enjoyed seeing them 
live happily. Where did this inauspicious Dibakar come from? He brought 
misfortune to my daughter as the demon Rahu swallows the moon. 
The happiness of my house was destroyed. Oh my sister! How can a 
mother agree to marry her daughter to a man having a wife?’ 

Piteinani added, ‘Oh my father! Dibakar’s mother and sister 
are so quarrelsome! I know them very well. They have lived in Cuttack 
for long. I had worked in their house for some days. My mother, that 
woman Phula, who is the sister of your daughter’s would-be husband, 
is so short-tempered and wicked that you won’t find another woman 
like her in the whole world. Do they quarrel less inside their house? 
Though they appear gentle to the world outside, they indulge in fierce 
quarrels inside their house.’ 
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Saraswati let out a deep sigh and said, ‘What would Sita have 
Jacked, had her father got Sita married to Raghunath? Raghu’s mother 
and sister are not alive; our daughter and son-in-law would have 
lived in our house. Jagannath lavishes affection on him. Hey you 
Sita, what’ 1] you do? Sister! You know what type of girl she is?” 


Piteinani said sorrowfully, ‘Raghunath loves Sita a lot. He, 
Babu, Sita and our daughter-in-law share one life. God will punish 
anyone who separated them. You will see how much Kartika will 
suffer.’ 

Saraswati said, ‘Forget that sister! I’m an unfortunate woman. 
I gave birth to three daughters and shed tears for them all. I’m reduced 
to a mere skeleton grieving over the sorrow of Sabi; though Sarala is 
alive, it is as though she is non-existent. Now I have lost my Sita! 
How can a husband, who is a drunkard, know the worth of his wife? 
After all, he is a debauch! Who’ll enjoy your money? Ah! Providence!’ 


Again they both shed tears. As they grieved and talked, the 
day broke. They buried their grief in their hearts and fell silent. Another 
day full of activities commenced. 


In spite of her unwillingness and the terrible agony she suffered, 
Saraswati busied herself in the arrangements for her daughter’s 
wedding. True, to give one’s daughter in marriage is a pious deed. 
But who knew, this wedding was an act of piety or the sale of a 
commodity? 

Chapter XXXIV 


The pale rays of the afternoon sun danced on the sprawling 
forest of palm trees. A blue jay bird sat on a bare tree. Burmese 
farmers were driving their bullock-carts along the village path. While 
knitting laces, young Burmese ladies, who wore silk dresses, velvet 
shoes, and diamond studded flowers in their earlobes were going to 
haat carrying baskets of rice on their heads. Groups of children were 
playing with tiny balls made of white marble on the path. Sheep 
grazed on the field. Raghunath was pacing the large veranda of a 
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wooden house. His children were playing handball in the open field in 
its front. Looking at them, a deep sigh of grief rose in his heart. Their 
mother was no more. What Maya had said in jest in the past, had 
come to pass. Leaving her husband and four children adrift in a 
boundless sea, she had left for the land of the dead. An epidemic of 
plague had broken out in Rangoon. Suddenly, Maya had an attack of 
fever for a day and passed away. Then Raghunath came to Pegu 
with his children and had been living here since the last year. He had 
lost interest in worldly life. Who was more unfortunate than he who 
had lost a gem of a wife like Maya? Yet, days wore on for Raghunath. 
In the meanwhile he had not received any news of Sita. Today he 
received a letter from Jagannath by post and he felt worried when he 
went through it. 


Jagannath’s letter bore a terrible piece of news: ‘Sita’s only 
son, Amulya was no more.’ Now Sita had taken shelter in the house 
of her cruel father and her cruel brother. And the saddest thing of all 
was the oppression she had been subjected to by her brother and her 
sister-in-law. Raghunath read the four page long letter. 


A terrible pain seared his heart, but immediately some impossible 
and strange dreams occupied his heart. Leaning against the wooden 
railing, he looked up at the distant sky. How nice it would be if his 
dream came true? What is impossible in the world? It was not a 
serious matter, after all. He recalled the memories of bygone days. 
At that time he was a boy and Sita was a girl. How desperately they 
longed to see each other! On their roof Sita would wait for his arrival. 
She secretly went near the well in the backyard and gave him money. 
One day he had wept and Sita had wiped his tears with the fringe of 
her sari. And the other day, long ago, he had brought a horn-comb 
and a gallipot made of horn for her from the Ranihat market. 
Moreover, he recalled the sweet memories of his youth when they 
talked secretly of many things with their eyes and his last meeting 
with Sita that night. How could Raghunath forget in his life the incident 
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of that last night? Even today he had kept that gold chain. 
Occasionally, he looked at the chain as a token of that memory. That 
gold chain concealed the history of his life. It made him leave his 
native place, to lose his caste and brought him to this distant country, 
Burma. He had found Maya with the help of that gold chain. His four 
children were like wonderful flowers of the sweet tree of their conjugal 
love. Raghunath remembered Maya for a long while and wept bitterly. 
He had loved two women. They both occupied the same place in his 
eyes— they both were precious gems of his life. He lost them both 
because of his bad luck. But his love for them did not abate. They 
occupied the most cherished places in his heart. They were like two 
notes: joyous and melancholy, in the flute of his life. They flowed like 
two rivers, the Ganga and the Yamuna, in his loving heart. He could 
not decide where one began and where the other ended. He sacrificed 
Sita, but could not forget her. He could not wipe out Maya from his 
heart after her death. They two were like two parts of his body. 
Raghunath wondered why he could not forget Sita till today. 


Was it the Will of God? Did God want them to be reunited after 
they had suffered so much sorrow, so much separation, so much 
grief and so many deaths of their dear ones? Raghunath painted 
in his mind the picture of his bright future. Sita’s sorrows would 
now come to an end— henceforth she would live happily. After she 
was separated from him, she worshipped his photograph day in and 
day out. He heard everything about her from aunt Piteinani and knew 
what Sita had wanted. Even now Sita and he might be united. What 
is impossible or strange in the world? This time he would make Sita 
happy, he would marry her and his motherless children would get a 
new mother. Once more the father, who had lost his daughter, would 
get another daughter. Besides, Saraswati who had possessed a 
motherly heart, and who was kind and a mother to penniless and 
orphan Raghunath would bless him from her heavenly abode. He 
had not paid back her debt. 
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His heart filled with joy. Henceforth he would make everybody 
happy. He would protect old Jagannath and Taramani from the 
scourge of society; and affectionate aunt Piteinani would pass her 
days, taking shelter with him. Again, he wondered if it could really 
happen. Would Sita agree to marry him? His heart said, ‘Why would 
she not agree?’ Why and for whose sake would she, a feeble woman 
who was always oppressed reject Raghunath? Those who objected 
to their union had left this world. Then why would she reject her 
childhood friend? Of course, Sita might be guided by superstitions 
instilled into her by her family, by society. But, he would advise her 
and instruct her. Would not an ordinary woman like her be influenced 
by his words? Especially, when he was her supreme lover. Carried 
away by his great hope, everything appeared very easy to Raghunath. 
If he were a bird, he would-have flown to her that very moment. But 
his duties did not allow him to leave early. It took him six months 
more to instruct Ajit. Spell-bound by his own conviction and excited 
by hope he counted the days impatiently. The day he stepped on the 
soil of Calcutta, he felt wonderfully relaxed. At that time, after lighting 
an evening wick, Phula was wearing her evening dress. Her lady 
attendant informed that Mr. Mohapatra had arrived. The couple 
welcomed their old friend to their house. Now-a-days the doctor 
babu and his wife were very busy. ‘Kalyani Bhavan’ (The Blessed 
House) was set up with the money donated by doctor Jyotisha. 
Hundreds of widows and orphaned women, who had left their homes, 
had taken shelter there. Phula and Tarak babu looked after them as 
if they were their parents. For two hours Raghunath walked around 
and saw everything. His heart filled with wonder. While taking tea, 
he mentioned his plans for the future. When Phula got to know that 
her brother’s son had passed away, she felt very sad. But, the next 
moment she heard the strange history of Raghunath. The couple 
listened to him with rapt attention. They felt glad to learn that 
Raghunath wanted to marry Sita. Who will not be glad to find another 
person supporting his plans? It was decided that Sita would stay there. 
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Phula saw Raghunath off when he left for Cuttack and waited 
for the arrival of their daughter-in-law. In her eyes, widow remarriage 
was no crime. She herself had experienced the agony of widowhood. 
The memory of her own past life filled her heart with sympathy for 
Sita. She felt sure that this time Sita would marry Raghunath. Does 
anyone give up an invaluable object so close at hand? 


Mr. Sen came and stood behind her. Finding her so thoughtful, 
he said, ‘What are you thinking of, Viola?’ 


Viola said, ‘I’m thinking about Sita. Do you think she would 
marry Raghunath babu?’ 


Looking up at the sky Tarak babu said, ‘How can I say?’ Phula 
said, ‘If she marries, what’s the harm? I’m thinking of my own past.’ 


Then suppressing her sobs within her heart and looking at her 
husband’s face with a deep love, she said, ‘You are a great man; you 
saved me.’ 


Tarak babu said in a soft voice, ‘Viola! Lord Jesus saved you. 
He shed His blood for the remission of our sins.’ 


“Yes, though my sins were scarlet, He made those as white as 
snow; though they were red like crimson, He made those wool. After 
I came to Him, I was rejuvenated. Darling! How can I express how 
that God is dearer to me than my own life.’ 


Overwhelmed by the deep religiosity of his wife, Tarak babu 
said, ‘Viola! You are a true Christian; God has led you from darkness 
to light.’ ¢ 

‘For that reason these hands will do His work, these legs will 
walk for Him and this tongue will sing His glory.’ Noticing that it was 
time for prayer, Enola brought the Bible and the book of hymns and 
placed those in the middle room. All the women and girls came in one 
by one and sat kneeling down with devotion. Phula sat near them 
with her two daughters. Tarak babu offered worship and read out 
from the Bible, ‘For none of us liveth to himself, and no man dieth to 
himself. For whether we live, we live unto the Lord; and whether we 
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die, we die unto the Lord.’ All of them said, ‘Amen’ with devotion. 
Tears of devotion rolled down the cheeks of Phulamanjari. 


Raghunath arrived at the house of Jagannath in Cuttack. They 
were very surprised as he had arrived so unexpectedly. Taramani 
knew that Raghunath was like a mad man. She consoled her son. 
Jagannath had been cast off by his community. He had kept a low 
caste bauri girl in his house. Besides, he allowed Raghunath who had 
left his society and his family to stay in his house for six months. 
How could the Brahmin community forgive him? 


But, he was indifferent to it all. Looking at Rupa’s face, he said 
to Raghu, ‘Son! Tell me, where can 1 leave this orphaned nubile girl 
whom 1 raised with my own hands? Isn’t she a human being only 
because she is a bauri girl? She is very intelligent! I have taught her 
many subjects.’ Saying this, he affectionately called Rupa to him. 
Rupa shyly went and sat near his grandfather and her maternal uncle. 
Jagannath said, ‘Sing Koili Chautisha.’ At first Rupa felt paralysed 
by her bashfulness. Then she sang in a sweet voice: 

Go and see God where He dwells, 

If you look hard, He is not far away. 

He is in His house, your body. 

Light the lamp of wisdom and see God, 

God is on the temple top, 

Your mind, the temple of wisdom and knowledge. 

Hearing her melodious voice Raghunath felt thrilled. He said, 
‘Father! You won’t have to suffer insults from your caste people any 
longer. 1°11 take you all to Burma. What’s the use of remaining in the 
fold of this caste?” 

‘But, I won’t leave them son! Let them oppress me, ostracise 
me. On seeing my firmness, five more people will join me. Then this 
society will be reformed; but, if we leave them out of anger, will they 
ever come to the right path?” 
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Wiping tears from her eyes, Taramani said, ‘Son! Do you know 
what the people of our caste did to us? They didn’t allow us to see 
our daughter, Reba’s face when she died. Two years ago her father- 
in-law had forbidden us to visit them! She, who had secretly kept 
relation with us, is now more.’ 

Jagannath affectionately said, ‘That goddess is in heaven and 
my darling daughter, Rebati, is in her lap. Son! I ruined Rebati because 
of my foolishness. I’m a doctor and I know everything. But, scared 
of our caste people I married off my ten-year-old daughter, my 
lovely golden idol, and wrecked her life. No father should get his 
daughter married when she is so young. I have died a thousand deaths 
for her.’ 


Taramani said in a mournful voice, ‘What happiness did my 
daughter find! She became mother of a son at the age of twelve. We 
married her into a good family and to a worthy bridegroom. But, fate 
made her . . .’ 


Jagannath said, ‘Why do you unnecessarily blame her fate? 
Child marriage is a terrible oppression on the body. In the past child 
marriage was a common practice. But, at that time, people used to 
exercise self-control. At present pleasure, luxury and self-indulgence 
have become the goals of life.’ ‘But, I had never dreamt that Babu 
would be degenerate as he did,’ saying this Raghunath looked down 
with painful eyes. Jagannath said, ‘His father ruined him. He ruined 
not only him, but also all members of his family. Now he is burning 
with remorse. Those days are gone. Since the mother-in-law and 
daughter-in-law have passed away, the old man has broken down.’ 

Taramani said, ‘His new daughter-in-law obeys neither her 
husband nor her father-in-law. She is as wicked as she is cruel by 
nature. She won’t cast a glance at you even if you lie dying. She 
torments both the father and the daughter by saying pinching words, 
as though she brands their bodies with hot iron.’ 
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The words of his mother made a terrible pain surge and rend 
Raghunath’s heart. He went out for a walk. 


It was a deep and lovely moonlit night. Everywhere it was 
calm and quiet. Nature was asleep. Only the moon, the store of nectar, 
and bright stars shone in the blue sky. Night flowers like white jasmine, 
the queen among flowers, and yellow jahni flowers blossomed among 
leaves on the earth. Lovely water-lilies blossomed in the still water 
of the pond. The moon was awake and guarded his relations while 
they enjoyed their sleep. Besides, two persons were awake on their 
favourite platform around the Ashok tree near that old pond where in 
the past these two persons had sat like this on the stone-steps, having 
the stars and moon as their witnesses. Looking at each other’s face 
like this, they had wept. A¢ that time they both were ignorant of the 
affairs of the world. The sorrows, worries and stigma of the world 
had not touched them yet. At that time, they both were the children 
of Nature— pure like flowers meant for puja. They had offered their 
hearts to each other. 


They had meant the world to each other. They did not know 
anybody else except one another. In their youth they blossomed like 
two lovely flowers caressed by the south wind. One was a rose and 
the other, a jasmine, one was a water-lily and the other, a lotus. The 
same music of love stirred their hearts. It was the music of their first 
love and their new dreams. They were like male and female cuckoos 
who lived for each other in a lovely world of heavenly love. At that 
time they considered the world insignificant and real life worthless. 
They had built castles in the air and their love-world, was like the 
beautiful and heavenly Nandan forest of Lord Indra. They were 
inseparable like Lord Narayan and His divine consort, goddess 
Lakshmi. 


But those days were gone. Cruel fate had separated them. 
Despite their hundred vows, their lives were united with those of 
others and they had to experience others? joys and sorrows. They 
had to pass through purgatorial fire. It was as if after so long the 
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consequences of their actions came to an end. As though, after a 
long time, they were released from the outcome of their own deeds. 
Providence had again brought them face to face on this side of 
mortality where they had never dreamt of meeting each other. Though 
their memories stung their hearts like hundreds of scorpions, the sight 
of each other made them oblivious of their own selves for a moment; 
for a moment, they experienced the sweetness of their union. The 
sight of each other for a moment made them feel as if they shared 
one life! 


And her gaze fixed on them, a feeble old woman sat near the 
well in the backyard. She, who had sewn together their hearts by one 
thread with her own hands, now guarded them in solitude in order to 
protect them from slander. One day in the past, she had seen them 
together like this. On that day they had both pined for each other and 
their hearts had longed to get united. Though society and their relations 
had separated them, the opposition was like a line drawn on water; 
they got united again, brought together by the powerful current of 
their love. She herself was the witness to that union! How different 
was today from that day! Years had passed after that incident. All 
these years the old woman had thought of how they had got separated. 
Weeping made her lose her eyesight; yet she did not get them back. 
Gradually, one by one, she had lost all her dear friends and loved 
ones. Did she take note of how many persons she had lost? 


The memory of all, one by one, rent her heart. Looking up at 
the calm azure sky, old Piteinani sat silently; and Sita and Raghunath 
also sat quietly. 

The sun of Sita’s fate had set for ever. She had lost her husband, 
her son, her mother and her brother’s wife. All those who would 
have loved her and shared her sorrows and joys, had passed away 
one after another. But, she alone did not die. Her repentant old father, 
whose foolishness was responsible for her utter wretched condition, 
was also alive. The old man had an attack of rheumatism and lay 
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crippled. It was as if the old man was still alive to repent for his past 
deeds, to atone for his sins and to remember the past, suffering cruel 
oppression at the hands of his son and his daughter-in-law. Sita had 
taken the responsibility of looking after him and nursing him. 


A look at Sita made the old man’s heart burst with grief. Looking 
at the figure of Sita, who wore no ornaments and who was miserable 
and orphaned, the old man’s heart burst with grief. Had he married 
Sita to Raghunath and had placed the house under his charge, would 
all this have happened? Would his house, which was prosperous like 
that of the abode of Kuber, have turned into an arid desert? He had 
felled the tree, which could give shade and juicy fruits, with his own 
hands. Now, whom would he blame? His wife longed to see 
Raghunath and worries killed her. 


All this made his obedient son to rebel against his father, and 
ruin himself. His house, which was like a golden temple, was wrecked. 
His immense wealth, like that of a Yaksha, got squandered. Court 
cases and debt destroyed the house. He was fated to see this, be a 
witness to all this in his old age. His auspicious wife, who was an 
ideal woman like goddess Lakshmi, left for her heavenly abode when 
her husband was still alive. But she left behind her diseased sixty- 
two-year-old husband who was now an absolute orphan. Even Yama, 
the god of death, was unwilling to come near him because of his evil 
deeds. But, Sita put up with all his demands and tantrums. Like a 
stone statue she silently endured all oppressions and protected her 
old father from the harsh words of her brother and her sister-in-law. 
The thoughts of Sita’s nobility filled Raghunath’s loving heart. Seated 
at Sita’s feet, he talked about her lot. He told everything about his 
past life to his beloved. Even today her gold chain adorned his neck! 
Would he not return the love which she had lavished on him? They 
both looked silently at each other, they found that they still lived in 
one another’s heart! 


Raghunath raised his head and said, ‘Sita! You heard 
everything; won’t you forgive me?’ 
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As if she talked to herself, Sita said, ‘Forgive! Why?’ 


Raghunath replied, ‘I forgot you and married another woman. 
I did not honour the vow I had made to you and for the sake of which 
I had left my native place.’ 


Sita was quiet for a while and then said, ‘Why shall I forgive 
you? You are not to blame for what has happened to me. I’m a 
luckless woman.’ 


‘That’s not true!’ Raghunath exclaimed with powerful emotions. 
‘It’s not so. I’ve come back; once more I have come to make you 
happy. If you agree to my proposal, you’ll forget all your sorrows, 
sufferings and all your past grief. Sita! Will you accept me?’ 


Sita was stunned. What was this? Was it a mad man’s raving! 
Would Sita accept him? How could she accept him? 


As Raghunath did not get any reply from her, he said, ‘Sita! 
My goddess! I want you; I°1] marry you!’ 


” 


‘Me . . . me. 
blazed with anger. 


Sita could not say anything more. Her eyes 


She stepped back and said, ‘Raghunath, I warn you! What 
nonsense are you talking? You want to marry another man’s wife. 
You shameless creature! Will you throw me into the depths of hell? 
Shall I bring disgrace to the family of my husband and my father-in- 
law? Did you request me to meet you to say this? Beware . . .’ 


Raghunath remained speechless for a while and then said, ‘Sita! 
You misunderstand me. Who is your husband? Do you remember... ?? 


Sita rose to her feet like an angry female cobra and said in an 
angry and grave voice, ‘Don’t come again to see my face. I’m not 
that Sita. That Sita is dead since long. I’m the daughter-in-law of 
Mishra’s family, Amulyamohan’s mother. Today, at this moment, my 
husband’s holy image is before my eyes. You sinner! Go away, go 
out of my sight. Marry someone else, not Sita.’ Sita went back. 
Raghunath, who felt defeated, was utterly stunned, when he heard 


126 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


her strange, fiery words. Yet, he nerved himself and called out to her, 
‘Sita, wait, I hurt your feelings; forgive me.’ Sita turned round and 
stood still. Raghunath said, ‘I wanted to make you happy.’ 


‘If you want to make me happy, then bless me, saying, “May 
Sita die soon, and may she get the same husband whose home she 
had set up for fifteen years and whose son she had carried in her 
womb, birth after birth. May God give her the same husband and the 
same son.” 


Sita left. Raghunath kept sitting on the pucca steps for a long 
while. His hopes had been dashed, and his misconceptions had been 
rémoved. Since that time nobody ever saw him in Cuttack. 
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The Portrait 
Chapter II 


‘Today I am an orphan. Where did you go our mother 
Jeaving two children afloat in a shoreless sea? We are 
helpless girls .The world is vast. You did not think 
for a moment where we would go.’ 


The three young men got up and walked. The darkness became 
deeper. Today was not the moonlit night, which soothes one’s eyes. 
The rustling of the breeze seemed to hurt one’s heart, piercing through 
the darkness. Trees standing on roadsides looked like giants in darkness. 
Rustling of leaves was heard somewhere. Flapping of wings of birds 
in the midst of foliage was heard somewhere. Somewhere else there 
was faint sound of people walking. In spite of all these, the surrounding 
appeared calm and quiet. The three young men were also silent. 
They were absorbed in their own thoughts. Only the sound of their 
steps was heard. After walking for a few moments they entered a 
narrow path. Tiny huts stood on both sides of the path in clusters. AS 
darkness enveloped afl around, the poor and dilapidated condition of 
huts was not visible to the visitors. Before they covered the path, 
faint sound of wailing was heard from a hut to the east. Jagannath 
heard that and said, ‘Bira babu, it seems someone is crying.’ 

Bira listened and said, ‘True, perhaps it is the sound of a child’s 
crying. Someone is crying, ‘let her cry.’ The three young men 
proceeded. Again on hearing that sorrowful sound more clearly, both 
Gopal and Jagannath blurted out, ‘ Yes, someone is crying!” 

Again Bira listened. This time a melancholy voice was clearly 
heard: ‘O my mother, my mother!’ The three young men proceeded 
in that direction in order to find out the reason for the crying. As they 
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came closer to the sound, they found that it was a broken hut. The 
thatch had gone off at places. It was very dirty all around. A feeble 
woman in tattered cloth lay like a dead body on a tattered reed mat 
on the ground. A beautiful girl of around twelve or thirteen years sat 
near her and wept bitterly. She wore a torn and dirty cloth. Dim light 
from an earthen lamp, which stood on one side of the hut, fell on her 
round and pale but fair face and created a wonderful picture of 
melancholy .A girl of around five years wailed near her. At first the 
three young men could not understand anything. Bira babu went near 
them and asked, ‘Hey child, why are you crying?’ 

Suddenly on seeing three unfamiliar young men, the two girls 
were frightened and fell silent. The older one stopped crying and 
gazed at the face of the one who asked the question, surprised and 
scared .She did not give any reply to Bira babu. Bira babu came 
closer, bent and gazed at the face of the woman who lay on the bed. 
Suddenly fear gripped him and his heart beat faster. He touched her 
body. His fear increased. It was a dead body, cold like snow and her 
face was distorted. His heart shuddered. Looking at his friends’ faces, 
he muttered, ‘Brother, what this is! What this is!’ 


Jagannath and Gopal edged closer to Bira and touched the body 
of the woman. They became sure that the woman was dead. Gopal 
said to Bira, ‘Brother, what this is! I have heard cholera has broken 
out at some places in Cuttack, beware.’ 


On hearing cholera, Jagannath, the youngest one, was 
frightened. He edged closer to Bira, held the end of his cloth and 
trembled in fear. What a dreadful place! They had no time to think. 
Bira’s strong and brave heart sank for a moment. 

Again Bira examined the dead body. He doubted whether she 
was really dead or not. He examined her breath. He put his hand on 
her heart and examined whether it was beating .He did not find any 
sign of life in her. Before he finished examining the dead body, suddenly 
a gush of wind put out the dim light of the earthen lamp. It was pitch 
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dark. The three young men could not think straight. They searched 
their pockets for match-boxes, but they failed to find one. In the 
darkness, Jagannath felt as if he would die from fear. Puzzled, he 
said, ‘Let’s go Bira babu, let’s go.’ 

Bira also thought what he should do. In a moment, he decided 
his duty and said, ‘It is a dead body. We should not waste time here. 
Instead, we should take the children and inform the police.’ Bira’s 
suggestion was accepted. Gopal asked the two girls, ‘Will you two 
go with us?’ 

The elder girl wept bitterly .The idea to go leaving her mother 
appeared like a cruel thunderbolt to her ears. The three friends consoled 
the girls with great difficulty and tried to make them accompany 
them. But the girls remained speechless. They did not pay heed to 
any one and again wept. 


Bira babu and Jagannath were so much moved by the sobbing 
of the two girls that they broke down. Gopal consoled the girl and 
asked, ‘What has happened to you? Why are you staying here like 
this?’ On hearing Gopal’s question, the girl held back her tears and 
said, ‘Babu, what has happened to our mother? We have no one our 
own. My father is no more .How can we get anything to eat? We have 
no money. There is no oil in the earthen lamp.’ Saying this in a soft 
voice, again the girl wept. Again after a few moments, she said, ‘Babu, 
mother writhed in pain in the evening and lay motionless. I called her a 
lot; but she did not talk. I shook her many times, but she did not wake 
up. She is not moving her hands, she is not opening her eyes; what can 
I do! Oh my mother, oh my mother . . .” Again she wept. 


Bira asked, ‘Little mother, tell me what happened to your mother. 
I shall help you whatever is possible on my part. Do not keep anything 
secret from me; tell me everything correctly.’ 

The girl felt consoled a lot and said, ‘Babu, mother had been 
suffering from severe fever for the last one week. She used to suffer 
from filarial fever. I thought it was the same fever. Her fever did not 
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subside. She was in a delmous state. She taiked all manner ot things 
and wept. Today, when I returned from the house of Jena at two o’ 
clock, I found she lay unconscious. She was in a miserable state. 
Her eyes had sunk into their sockets. Subashi sat by her and was 
weeping. I called out to her many times. She talked nonsense and 
asked for water. I gave her water and she drank. She looked at me 
and tears flowed down her cheeks. She tried to raise her hand, but 
failed. I was on the verge of weeping. I massaged her. While I was 
massaging her, it became evening. Something happened to her in the 
evening. She writhed in pain and groaned. Suddenly she became 
silent. Since then she has not responded to my calling; she has not 
talked; she has not opened her eyes. Babu, babu, will my mother 
recover?’ Saying this, again the girl wept bitterly. 

Now Bira understood the matter. He could not decide what 
course of action he should adopt. In order to make the girls stop 
sobbing, he asked, ‘What is your name?’ While weeping, the girl 
replied, ‘My name is Sashi.’ The three friends tried to console her, 
but failed. Her little sister wailed. 


Bira and both his friends asked them to accompany them; but 
everything was in vain. Nobody rose to accompany them. They were 
unwilling to go leaving their mother. The three friends said that their 
mother had left for her heavenly abode. The older girl understood 
this terrible truth. After a while she became aware that she was an 
orphan now. She and her younger sister, Subashi, were alone in the 
world; they had become shelterless. Her loving mother who was 
their firm shelter was no more in this world. Her head reeled. She 
saw darkness all around. Despaired, the girl thought, ‘Did God really 
do it!’ Today, in this vast world, there was no one to call their own. 
Nobody was there to utter a single word ‘Ah’ for them. She kept 
sitting near the dead body of her mother like an immobile stone statue. 
The gentlemen who had come there appeared like gods of heaven in 
her eyes. Overwhelmed with grief, the girl sat motionless like an 
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immovable and mute stone. The girl sat holding the dead body of her 
mother in that deep darkness. Everybody called her. But she did not 
pay heed to them. 


Bira babu found that there was no way out. The distant chiming 
of the bell revealed that it became nine o’ clock. As the night advanced, 
Bira babu said to Gopal and Jagannath, ‘Fetch somebody from the 
village. If we keep standing here, no way will be found. I am here 
with the children.’ Bira was brave. He prayed to God in his mind and 
stood bravely. Gopal and Jagannath went to the village. 


With great difficulty, they brought a couple of villagers with 
light. After coaxing and cajoling the girls much, an old wornan was 
annoyed and dragged Sashi forcibly from her mother. Sashi was not 
aware of what was happening around her. Her body had become 
exhausted on account of hardships, starvation and spending sleepless 
nights. Now, when she became sure that her mother was no more, 
she stared blankly at everything like someone unaware of surrounding. 
Faint and dry lines of aging appeared on her feeble forehead. Her 
eyes looked sorrowful and had sunk into their sockets. The, kid, 
Subashi, had fallen asleep after sobbing much. Now she woke up by 
the noise made by the people. She found their hut crowded by people. 
She could not make out anything. She clutched at the sari-end of her 
elder sister with her frail hands. She was a mere kid; how could she 
know what invaluable gem she had lost today! She looked at 
everybody’s face, stupefied and dazed, and remained speechless. 
Nobody looked at her. 


After a while the old woman who we had mentioned earlier 
instructed the girls to come out of the hut. Sashi could not disobey the 
instruction of Benu’s mother. She came out. She.looked at her mother’s 
affectionate face for the last time, hardening her heart like a stone. 
Her entire body sweated. Tears streamed down her cheeks. The girl 
wiped her tears with her sari-end and came out. She saw that the three 
young men mentioned earlier stood waiting for her and her sister. 
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As soon as she came out of the hut, Bira babu came forward 
and said, ‘Sashi, you have to leave this hut. You have to go where I 
shall take you. Or else we are leaving this place.’ The voice of Bira 
babu appeared very melancholic as well as cruel to Sashi’s ears; 
she raised her grief —stricken face and observed Bira babu’s face, 
wide-eyed. 

Again Bira baboo said, ‘Sashi, come, otherwise we are going.’ 


Now the girl opened her mouth. She asked in a melancholy 
voice, ‘Babu, will my mother keep lying here?’ The sad voice of the 
girl was very heart-touching. It struck at the most delicate cord of 
the tender hearts of the three young men. They were moved to 
sympathy. Bira consoled her, ‘No, we will make arrangement for 
your mother. You go. We will take you both with us.’ 


Perforce, the girl felt compelled to agree to their proposal. She 
looked back at that dilapidated hut which carried sad memories of al! 
their bygone days. There was no place for her in that hut. Today she 
would leave forever the same hut, which she had liked from her 
childhood and go to some unknown place. In spite of so much grief, 
she was overwhelmed with love for the hut. She failed to utter anything 
and stood holding her sister. 


She could not think straight where she would go. She was a 
milk woman by caste. Five years back, just one month after the birth 
of her sister, her affectionate father had breathed his last leaving his 
family afloat in the ocean of sorrow. Today her only stay, her mother, 
also followed the same path. Today she had no one to call her own in 
this vast world. The more she thought about it, the more it shook the 
delicate cord of her heart. The girl thought that she had nobody in the 
whole world. Really, the vast world lay everywhere spreading its 
endless joys, beauties and luxuries like a wonderful market. But, the 
poor little girl Sashi was all alone. 


She looked at the sky and found it dark. Only a couple of stars 
twinkled in that limitless pitch darkness. Alas! Where was her mother 
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gone today? Perhaps she mingled in the deep and endless emptiness 
of this strange and mysterious sky. Her eyes restless, the girl looked 
here and there. Three young men stood in front of her. After so 
many moments she noticed these three young men clearly. The young 
man, who was like a loving friend, was dark complexioned, tall and 
stout. His friend was cheery .The other one stared at her with 
sorrowful eyes. He was comparatively younger. Sashi stared at the 
three, dazed and interested. She noticed that the younger one gazed 
at her face. His eyes brimmed with tears. His unspoken sympathy 
touched Sashi’s heart. She felt something, true; but she failed to figure 
it out. 


After some time Bira babu instructed the two sisters and his 
two friends to go. As if she was spell-bound, holding the hand of her 
younger sister, the girl followed them. Really, how were they related 
to her? They were like gods from the unknown heaven. They bound 
her with affection. The dead body of her mother lay behind her. A 
faint light of solace and stay lay in front of her. Sashi was oblivious of 
herself for a moment and muttered, ‘God!’ Two streams of tears 
flowed down her cheeks. But, the next moment, she saw that youngest 
of the young men held her hand and wiped tears from her eyes. 
Sashi felt her heart bowing down to him in inexplicable adoration and 
reverence. She could not figure out what it meant. 


That night Jagannath returned home about twelve o’ clock. He 
lay straight on his bedstead in his room. His body was utterly 
exhausted, but his mind was filled with endless thoughts. In grief and 
anger, Jagannath thought about the mystery of birth and death of 
man. Death overwhelmed him as much as birth appeared a wonder 
to him. Sashi and Subashi came to his mind again and again. The 
grief-stricken dirty face of that beauty brought some strange emotion 
to Jagannath’s heart. Jagannath could not understand why it so 
happened. 
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Essays and Letters 
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Essays 
Oppression in the Lying-in Room 


The writer herself has seen the mother of the newborn and the 
baby lying in helpless condition in many occasions. The mother of the 
newborn is considered polluted till birth-ashes.are removed from the 
lying-in room on the seventh day of the birth of the baby. And this 
impurity of the mother of the newborn continues till the navel of the 
newborn falls dry. As a result, the mother of the newborn is utterly 
neglected when she suffers from ilinesses like fever. If a doctor is 
sent for in case of unnatural delivery or any mishap to the mother of 
the newborn in the lying-in room, her kinsmen never assist the doctor 
on their own; on the contrary, sometimes the doctor never receives 
any help from them despite his fervent requests and arguments with 
them for the need of help to the mother of the newborn. Somebody 
says, ‘I cannot take bath gain,’ someone says, ‘So and so has fallen 
ill at our home,’ some other woman says that she has kids. Someone 
else says that she cooks and so she cannot pollute herself by assisting 
the doctor who treats the mother of the newborn etc. This attitude on 
their part obstructs the work of a doctor or a nurse. A doctor or a 
nurse cannot perform certain work properly: without the help of a 
few persons. This notion of pollution makes her kinsmen deprive the 
mother of the newborn and the baby certain basic necessities. 


One mother of the newborn was suffering from 103 degrees 
fever. Her baby had rotten in her uterus. She had suffered from 
profuse bleeding. After the midwife delivered a stillborn baby, 
observing the critical condition of the mother of the newborn, her 
father sent for me. He was well-to-do. There was no dearth of 
kinswomen and servants and maidservants in the house; but they 
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were very strict about being polluted. The patient’s mother and her 
close kinswomen gave me an account of her illness. But, when I 
started my work, all of them remained aloof. It was night. The sixteen- 
year-old mother of the newborn lay alone on a tattered reed mat in a 
tiny room. She wept bitterly. Water and blood splattered on the room 
and it was stinking. A candle burnt near her. Though 1 requested 
them many times, none of her kinswomen including maidservants 
came forward to assist me. Finally, the patient’s father got the 
necessary things from the market and got the work done by a midwife 
from outside. It was not that the kinswomen of the guardian of the 
house had knowingly deserted the mother of the newborn. But they 
did not want to be polluted. They did not like to take bath at night; so 
they did not come forward to assist me. 


Another Incident: 


The mother of the newborn had been lying unconscious for the 
last three days. The delivery had taken place easily. But, suddenly 
she had an attack of fever. I saw her lying on a tattered reed mat on 
a dark corner of a room. Her newborn daughter lay near her. A torch 
burnt over her head. Dirty and stinking clothes lay in a heap on one 
corner of the room. The other part of the room was wiped with cow 
dung mixed with water. The floor of the room was damp and no 
breeze blew through the room. I examined the pulse of the mother of 
the newborn and found that she was on the verge of collapsing: Her 
face, hands and feet were swollen and frozen. The mother of the 
newborn lay unconscious, but a woman massaged turmeric paste 
and oil all over her body as it was the seventh day after the birth of 
the baby and a celebration would take place at home. After a few 
moments she would be bathed. I examined her with great difficulty 
and advised to take her to hospital. But nobody paid heed to me, 
because the woman would be considered fallen if she was taken to a 
hospital. On the contrary, they could not afford to send for a doctor 
to treat her at home. Finally, I asked them to shift her to another 
comparatively bigger room. But other women were terrified that it 
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would pollute them. A couch lay in the space under the thatch in the 
backyard. When I said to carry her there, the women of the family 
objected. At last, it was decided: ‘What was decreed in the fate of 
the mother of the newborn would happen. They would not do 
anything.’ I examined and treated her. I found that some dirty things 
had remained inside her uterus and had rotten. The delivery was 
normal, needless to say, this accident had occurred on account of the 
ignorance of the midwife. 


Accidents like this often occur among the business caste. Some 
people of this community also do not bother to take the mother of the 
newborn to hospital and face inconvenience. They do not want to 
incur expenditure sending for a doctor. They never feel worried as 
they consider it less expensive to marry for the second time than to 
spend on the treatment of the first wife. I have got proof of it in many 
occasions. The writer heard from a mother-in-law of a well-to-do 
family of this caste: “If I spend three rupees, I shall bring home another 
daughter-in-law. Why should I spend twenty-five rupees for the 
mother of the newborn?’ Besides, another woman’s husband did not 
take care of her because he could marry for the second time spending 
only one rupee and fifty paise. Ah poverty! It is very natural on the 
part of someone who gets food to eat and a piece of cloth to cover 
his body to talk like this. Many people object to send for a doctor 
because it implies incurring expenditure. Their economic condition is 
the main obstacle on the way to take the mother of the newborn to 
hospital. Even more than that the main reason for their fear is she 
will lose her caste and they will be excommunicated from their caste. 
Particularly, if a woman loses her caste, she will never get it back. A 
woman who goes to hospital in a critical condition in order to save 
her life is to blame equally like a woman who strays away from the 
path of virtue and leaves her home. The mother of the newborn and 
her family members will be excommunicated for committing this crime. 
Disappointed by this, many do not agree to take the mother of the 
newborn to hospital. A woman of a decent family gave birth to six 
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stillborn babies. The writer was treating her at the time of the delivery 
of her sixth stillborn baby. On seeing the dead baby, the mother wailed 
in Bengali, ‘All my six babies died. Why should I conceive?’ The 
babies met this fate because of negligence during her pregnancy. 


Jn rural areas, a seventeen-year-old girl gave birth to her first 
baby. It was a normal delivery. A midwife was hired for the delivery. 
When the baby did not come out of the womb, the midwife did not 
wait. She tore the mouth of the uterus and pulled out the baby. The 
baby survived only for a few moments. On the third day of the delivery, 
the mother of the newborn came down with high fever. So her husband 
ignored all objections, put her on a bullock-cart and brought her to 
hospital. After examination it was found that the mother of the newborn 
suffered from terrible post-delivery fever. The mouth of her uterus 
was torn at three to four places and some dirty things still remained 
inside her uterus. She lay unconscious. At the time, the writer was a 
second year student at the Medical School. Every day her fever 
fluctuated from 104 to 105-degrees and there was no hope for her 
survival. Only her husband, his heart rent with grief, stood at the gate 
of the hospital every morning and evening. He kept standing there 
even a few hours after the night fell. Whoever entered the hospital 
through that gate, he called him and asked if his wife would survive 
or not. In a way he was wild. Her condition deteriorated on the fourth 
day. The doctor sent for her husband and said to him that there was 
no hope for her life. The young man wept a lot bitterly. He clasped 
the legs of the lady doctor and fervently requested her a lot. But what 
would be the outcome of praying at the last moment! The mother of 
the newborn left this mortal world in the morning of the fifth day. The 
young man had sat all night under a tree near the gate of the hospital 
and prayed to God a lot. But the light of hope of his heart was put out 
when the day broke. The gate of the hospital opened. He came to the 
gate and heard his wife was dead. But he could not believe it. Like a 
mad man, he stood there holding the gate till eleven o’clock in the 
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day. Ah! One who has seen that scene can feel his grief. I have not 
forgotten the grief-stricken melancholy face of that young man till 
today. 

“* Many people think whether accidents like these occurred during 
the times of our forefathers when there was no medical science? 
According to me, these accidents surely occurred in those days. Since 
there has been a little spread of medical science in Orissa till date, 
this type of mishap has been occurring at many places. Yet earlier 
the condition of the country was not like that of today. Earlier the cry 
for food and cloth was not heard. Society did not reel under the 
terrible grip of malaria. Women were active and healthy. Joint family 
system was the norm. In spite of these, in case of unnatural delivery, 
there were more chances of the death of the mother of the newborn 
and the baby. It is true, since theory of birth of a baby is discussed in 
detail in midwifery education and centuries of experiences in this 
matter are written there, there is great difference between an educated 
nurse and an ordinary ignorant midwife. Long ago in the fifteenth 
century the head of the delivery hospital in Vienna city, the capital of 
Austria was furious on noticing that ninety-five percent of the mother 
of the newborn died of fever. He tried to find out its cause. He 
discovered that less number of mothers of the newborn died in the 
department where male students were imparted education than the 
department where nurses were trained. After much investigation, he 
arrived at the conclusion that infected hands of nurses were the main 
reason behind this post-delivery fever. Henceforth he arranged to 
get mothers of the newborns touched or treated after midwives 
washed their hands with water mixed with some chloride. Next year, 
death rate of mother of the newborn considerably declined. In this 
way taking much pain, discussing, researching and investigating for 
centuries, by and by doctors could make nursing education full-fledged. 
Even today discussion and investigation in this sphere is increasing 
day by day. Now-a-days all the civilized countries of the world treat 
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their pregnant women at modern midwifery educational institutes. It 
is our duty to follow them. What is the necessity for risking life in the 
hands of uneducated people at the place where educated midwives 
are easily available? So I am determined to perform my duty. The 
incident of that day is indelibly etched in my memory. So, even after 
long four years I have not forgotten to write this article. Is it not my 
foremost duty to think of the plight of mothers of newborns in Orissa 
and their wellbeing? 


What is the obstacle to imparting education to our girls which is 
required at the time? Now-a-days girls study. They waste valuable 
time reading plays and novels. What is the harm if they take lessons 
on subjects concerning motherhood which they should know? Of 
course, I do not know if any book on it is available in Oriya or not. 
But generally educated girls know Bangla. Many books are available 
on this subject in Bangla and English. I have not mentioned those 
intentionally. Now-a-days government is keen on spreading education. 
This subject may be taught in mother language and English along 
with text books at schools. As a result, girls will benefit a lot. A 
housewife and mother may not benefit from the study of Geometry 
and Algebra. Discussing thousand philosophies and science cannot 
ease one labour pain at the time of delivery. Girls can easily remember 
ordinary matters about pregnancy and dangers concerning delivery. 
This knowledge can save them from dangers at the time of need. 


These are minor things. A pregnant woman should do light and 
healthy labour during pregnancy. She should not remain awake late 
into the night. She should be careful about her food and other things. 
She should enjoy fresh air and take complete rest for one week as 
per the time of her monthly period, because there is risk of abortion 
during this time. If she suffers from constipation, she should take 
mild purgative or take warm milk. If she suffers from fever, she 
should take adequate rest. Remaining cheerful and disciplined all the 
time, she will bless the baby in her womb. Then only she will be 
blessed with a healthy baby and do good to society. Is it one’s duty to 
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burden one’s life and society giving birth to weak babies who live for 
a short period? A baby is a pillar of posterity and society. One should 
get ready in advance for the arrival of that baby. Or else one should 
send for a doctor if a pregnant woman faces any danger like swelling 
of legs and face, pain while urinating or any special fever. Can girls 
not learn this? I do not say that all girls will be doctors or nurses. 
Rather carefulness would reduce one’s dependence on doctors and 
prevent unnecessary expenditure. 


The education for girls will be justified if they read books on 
this subject instead of reading novels. The goal of education is to 
endow one with true humanness. And the sign of true humanness is 
the sense of duty. A woman has no duty nobler than motherhood. If 
a girl who has obtained high degrees of university does not get any 
knowledge about motherhood and studies only literature, philosophy, 
science etc., she would certainly be thinking while undergoing labour 
pain that it would have been helpful to her to have read a book on 
how to be a mother. Mothers can educate their daughters about this 
from their own experiences. Child marriage is the practice in most of 
the societies in our country. A mother sends her ignorant daughter to 
the house of her mother-in-law. She instructs her to cover her head 
with veil and how to talk to her mother-in-law and sister-in-law. But 
she never instructs a word to her about motherhood. As a result, a 
twelve ‘or thirteen-year-old innocent girl becomes a mother and 
burdens her delicate life and her family with a few premature and 
weak offspring who live for a short time. They are not to blame for 
this. As a result, it is heard, in every household young women lose a 
couple of babies. 

The writer knows many examples of this. But it is looked upon 
as obscenity if a mother instructs a daughter about pregnancy. The 
very word ‘pregnant’ is shameful. How can a mother instruct a 
daughter, a mother-in-law instruct a daughter-in-law, a lady teacher 
instruct a girl student about pregnancy? If they do so, society will fall 
apart. But procreaction is the basic mantra of the universe. It is 
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essential that a mother should instruct her daughter about all these 
necessary things from her own experience. Had this happened, many 
young daughters-in-law would have been saved from dangers related 
to pregnancy and delivery. Midwifery education is nothing but the 
collection of essence of experiences and observations about pregnancy 
and delivery. At last, I state that it should not be a matter of shame 
and obscenity to learn things about ordinary rules of procreation, 
suitable care for a pregnant woman, the natural process of the act of 
delivery, the main dangers related to delivery and post-delivery and 
the ways to wipe out these. Rather these should be regarded as 
matters of utmost importance. As a result, not only she will be a 
responsible and good mother, but she will be dearer to her husband 
and kinsmen as well. She can do well-being to her own life and family. 
Besides, this knowledge will considerably reduce the oppression on 
women in lying-in room and decrease death rate of mothers of the 
newborns and newborn babies. 


Will the wise men and wise women of Orissa reflect on it for a 
moment in a calm mind? Will they examine it matching it with their 
own experiences? Or will they ignore it as an article written by a 
lady doctor? 


(This is an unpublished article by Kuntala Kumari Sabat, written 
on 03.09.1922) 
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The Problem of Religion in Modern Times 


Esteemed President, brothers and sisters, 


The subject on which I stand before you to speak a few words 
is not an ordinary one. It deals with the problem of religion in modern 
times. At present there are problems everywhere; food problem, 
problem of clothing, political and social problem. The present-day life 
is beset with problems. Analyzing these problems, man becomes tired 
and exhausted; his life-span decreases and he becomes restless. But, 
let alone these problems be solved, these become more complicated 
day by day. 

Religion in modern times is beset with terrible problem. Different 
saints have different opinions. Scriptures are interpreted in various 
ways. Man is at loss as to which is the right course of action to 
follow. Hinduism states that Hindu religion is the most tolerant; it is 
the oldest one; it is Sanatana Dharma (the eternal religion); it is like 
the shelter of all religions; all ways to salvation have been mentioned 
in it.-So, Hindu religion is the best. Christianity proclaims that a sinner 
has no other way except adopting Christian religion; man’s way to 
salvation lies in his faith in the expiation of Christ and the godliness of 
Christ. According to Islam, one cannot attain heaven unless one is 
initiated to Muslim religion. So every religion eagerly proclaims its 
own greatness. 

If it is discussed in a calm mind, it is found that not a single 
doctrine is Dharma (religion). The basic meaning of religion is that 
something which holds or binds. That implies something which keeps 
the universe united and that which is the only resort of human heart. 
Sucha religion can never be the amalgamation of a few doctrines or 
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theories. It can never be under the control of a couple of unerring 
scriptures or great souls. No brother, no sister, it is not like that; religion 
is something which unites the entire universe, which destroys all 
differences and which inculcates the sense of brotherhood among 
human beings. And today human heart is thirsty for that religion. 


When man took birth on the earth, in the primitive state, brought 
up in the lap of noble loveliness of nature, he found the universe very 
beautiful. Above him he saw the vast blue firmament, innumerable 
suns, moons, and stars and numerous planets and satellites and under 
him the vast green earth adorned with innumerable blossoms, leaves, 
rivers and streams. Then he noticed the six seasons. Every day the 
music of a novel joy stirred and enthralled his life. Man found the 
universe very lovely! The earth is lovely! The sun is lovely! The 
plants, stars and the moon are beautiful! Man worshipped beauty. 
He imagined a god in everything. Indra, Baruna and Agni emerged. 
But what was this? Everything changed in a moment. Disease, sorrow, 
unhappiness, separation visited him one by one and made him restless. 
Drought, flood, epidemic and earthquake shook him. What was this! 
The terrible image of destruction lay hidden in such loveliness and 
charm! Man felt frightened. He could no longer remain silent offering 
only puja, the tokens of his love and devotion to gods. Scared, he 
offered sacrifices to gods. Further he invented chanting of holy names 
and mantras and performed penance and jagna (oblation) in order to 
placate angry gods. But his soul failed to find peace. 


His heart needed something more. Man wanted to know the 
gods who resided high above the blue sky and the shapes they 
assumed. He reflected and meditated on these and sought the secret 
of the Supreme Bliss. Man found that heaven lay in his inner self and 
he felt great joy in self-surrender. So, he started worshiping 
incarnations. It seemed hard to worship the unthinkable and 
incomprehensible Supreme Being. He searched the Supreme God in 
man himself, in the nobility of man. All these efforts failed to give him 
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complete satisfaction. Hundreds of frailties, hundreds of blemishes 
and hundreds of acts of meanness of man stood on his way to quench 
his thirst for the beauty of the Brahma. Many doctrines, many religious 
paths, many yogas, meditations and methods for concentration were 
propagated to attain Him. But everything was in vain. 


The modern problem of religion is concerned with this: what 
does man need? What will bring him contentment? Will man be 
satisfied by a couple of infallible scriptures and finding godliness ina 
few persons? No brothers! Man is not satisfied with that. Man saw 
Buddha adopting the path of sannyas, the love of Chitanya and true 
self-sacrifice of Christ. He bowed before them and paid them 
obeisance with devotion. But he could not be satisfied. He invented 
complicated and difficult theories, applied a thousand sciences and 
philosophies to unravel the mystery of the universe, bowed at the 
feet of hundreds of gods, searched for hundreds of great souls and 
gurus, performed hundreds of oblations and practiced yoga, eamed 
miraculous sanctified powder and powers through penance. But he 
could not be content. The modern problem of religion is concerned 
with these questions: what does man want? What does he intend 
today? What sigh of eager aspiration stirs his innermost heart? 


Call it oblation, call it penance, call it self-sacrifice_ all these 
are merely steps to the perseverance of Dharma; but, how can man 
be satiated standing on that step. He wants to enter the divinely 
beautiful shrine. It is his supreme aspiration; he can never be satisfied 
with anything less than that. ‘Nalpe sukhamasti’, no joy in having a 
little. Contradictions, conflicts between religions, brutal attacks on 
each other, establishing one’s greatness while looking down upon 
others as negligible_ these meanness can never provide contentment 
and peace to man. 


Modern religions should have one goal, one ideal, one thought. 
The only solution to problems of modern religions is to establish 
Oneness. One particular doctrine, message of one particular scripture, 
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one particular incarnation or guru can never bring supreme satisfaction 
to the whole mankind. One particular idol, one particular portrait is 
not enough for worshipping the complete Supreme Being. Here, it 
involves oblation of life, that is, self-sacrifice! Man is not thirsty for 
worshipping God by meditating only on an externa! object. He wants 
to enshrine his dear God in the temple of his heart and to worship him 
with offerings of his inner heart, heartfelt-devotion and heartfelt joy. 
What type of oblation, what type of perseverance, what type of 
penance is needed to worship the God in whose lap he has been 
brought up for centuries in this life and life-after-death and of whose 
Being he is a part and in whose nobility his narrowness merges? 
What method will man adopt to worship him? Can man offer the puja 
suitable to that generous and ever-loving God who is at once his 
parents, guru and friend, who is the supreme satisfaction of all his 
aspirations and who provides supreme peace to all his sorrows? What 
god, what deity and worship of which incarnation can take the place 
of He whom man longs for ever? 


How long will he be lost in such puzzling debate? How long 
would he take shelter under arid theories? Despaired and exhausted, 
today man says, ‘Oh God! Your worship is my natural duty; your 
worship is a deed of supreme joy to me. No little ido! is required for 
it; no complicated and complex theory is needed for this. Only one 
thing is needed, only one deed is needed. That is love.’ Let that love 
occupy man’s heart and mind. Many centuries ago St. Johan had 
said, ‘God is love.’ God is worshipped by love; self-sacrifice is made 
by love, love achieves the impossible. Love removes contradictions; 
it establishes peace between brothers; it establishes unity between 
nations; it prevents conflict between religions and sects. Love 
overcomes all depravity, all poverty by means of its immense wealth. 
All darkness of heart is dispelled by its noble radiance. 


Once St. Paul had said, ‘Tolerance in love lasts long; love is 
beneficent. There is no place for jealously, pride, egoism, unbecoming 
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behaviour, selfishness and evil thought in love. Love delights not in 
sin, bat in truth. It envelops all, trusts all, relies on all and preserves 
all. All predictions, all languages, all learning will be extinct, but love 
will never come to an end.’ What the Bible and the Vedas say, the 
Koran and the Puranas also say the same thing. At present the 
Brahmo Samaj says the same thing. 


God is the Father of all. His sun shines in England, His rays 
provide sunshine to India. He is the Lord of the entire universe. 
Modern religion does not consist of contradictions and thousand small 
doctrines. Universal World Religion provides contentment to the whole 
mankind. It does not depend on the differences of place, time and 
person. It is , ‘Ekameba-dwitiyam’,the ‘Only one and there is no 
second one’, the supreme shelter of all, from the man grovelling in 
the dust, the man tainted by hundreds of sins, the man involved in 
hundreds of selfish deeds to the greatest man, the most generous 
great soul. This religion is basically rooted in the Supreme Being. 
The final goal of this religion is the attainment of perfect unity in 
human society. It exists in perfect harmony of all religions. It derives 
total joy from ungrudging service to mankind. 


This is the goal of Dharma (religion) of modern times. Today, 
enshrining this goal in our hearts, we are no longer followers of 
different religions. We are the children of the Father of the universe. 
In the far off hermitages of saints of India, resounded these words: 
‘Srunwantu vishwe amrutasya putrah.’ Man of this universe is the 
son of nectar. We are no longer different from each other. We deserve 
nectar. Oh Death, where lies your victory? No discrimination, no 
thousand doctrines, no conflict among religions should be found among 
us. After all, we are the children of nectar. We are members of the 
vast family of the world. The Supreme Being is our only Father; our 
only scripture is ‘Truth’, and our only duty is ‘love of our Father, 
performing the good of our brethren and the service to the world.’ 


Come brother, come sister! Forget all differences, forget all ili 
feeling; come, doing obeisance at the Feet of the Father of the 
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Universe again and again; we will rise up from the dust of the earth, 
rise above mundane humanness and blossom forth our divinity. We 
will establish ‘Ekameba-dwitiyam’, the one and only God, 
everywhere, within and without us and forgive each other’s 
weaknesses and shallowness by our compassion. By doing this, we 
will prove in deed that we are really each other’s brothers and sisters. 
May God help us! 


Om Shantih, Shantih, Shantih. 


(The above essay was read on the occasion of the 94 festival 
of the Brahmo Samaj, held at Brahmo Mandir, Cuttack.) 
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Letters from Delhi 


Editor Sir, 

Good morning. I received your letter regarding my ‘Letter from 
Delhi’. It would not do if a true critic is disturbed on account of 
praise or condemnation by others. Think whether it does any good to 
a patient or he dies if a surgeon is worried by the anxiety of a patient 
and does not operate on his malignant acne. It is the plight of Orissa 
that she lacks criticism. A rupee needs to be tested by jingling it. I 
shall be glad if anyone who disagrees with my views expressed in 
my ‘Letter from Delhi’, openly gives reply. We do not nurse any 
personal grudge; it is only an effort to wipe out the disease of the 
country. 

Why do we like to hide ourselves and back-bite others! This 
attitude of remaining behind the veil like a newly wed bride is really a 
literary beauty of Orissa. Otherwise why do we become laughing 
stock when we possess vast literature and a great history? 


In the last issue of ‘Hans’ published last month and which is 
edited by the renowned Hindi writer Premchand, I found some criticism 
about the life-story of Chiman babu, a Marahatta. There it is written 
in detail how he had defeated Oriyas and had received the title ‘Sena 
Bahadur’ from the Peshwa. But there is no mention that he was 
defeated several times by the King of Dhenkanal and left Orissa. 
‘Samar Tarang’, written by the renowned poet of Utkal, Brajanath 
Badajena, gives evidence of it. Since Iam an Oriya, my heart rent 
when I saw it in the last issue of ‘Sahakar’ and compared it with the 
criticism in ‘Hans’. Ah, we are inactive, inert. Nobody knows our 
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history; we take pride in singing our glorious tales only before our 
caste brothers. Really, we are Baishnavs, who sing the glory of Lord 
Jagannath and do nothing, in our innermost selves. It has become a 
part of our nature to sit idle without moving, like the immobile deity, 
Bishnu. Who knows, when will we wake up from this idle sleep? 


But this Movement of the Congress has indicated the rise of 
our race. This has made us optimistic about our future; because the 
glorious deeds of the innocent women of Utkal who are well-known 
for remaining confined within the kitchen have come alive today. In 
the past, they had excelled in writing poetry, kavyas and the 
Madalapanji. Dandi, Sakuntala and Durgabati had exhibited amazing 
bravery on battle-fields. Otherwise, would the daughters-in-law of 
Brahmin- villages and the daughters of renowned karana families, 
picket, folded hands, in front of liquor and opium shops and bear 
insult? Some successful son of Utkal said, ‘Beat picketers mercilessly 
and you will get Swaraj.?’ Do not be frightened sisters! Swaraj is in 
your hands, the sanctum and sanctorum of the temple of swaraj will 
be opened by your insult, by your torture. You are the Lakshmi, the 
goddess of wealth, you are Durga, the goddess of power, and you 
are an image of Mother Goddess Biraja, of the country. You are 
Binapani, the goddess of learning, of Utkal! You rise, why do you rise 
so slowly? You awake quickly; you will decide the fate of the country. 
The string of destiny of the country lies in your hands. 

Had Mahatma Gandhi not got evidence of the power, the 
determination, the courage to endure sorrow which the Indian women 
possess, he would not have dreamt so clearly the Swaraj for India. 
The sky of the fate of India is clear. Because, today the Indian woman 
is awake. She would not allow injustice and unjustified action to 
dominate her. She is not prepared to follow the blind disciplinary 
measures prescribed for her in religious scriptures and palm-leaf 
manuscripts. She will give up her struggle only after she gets her 
rights, her due place in society and her true rights in the race. She 
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would not pay heed to any old-fashioned and orthodox person who 
expresses wrath, envy and despair, swelling his nostrils and shaking 
his face. Now she has woken up with immense courage, as if stirred 
by some enchantment! Henceforth your scriptures and palm-leaf 
manuscripts will change. Your rules and regulations will be reversed; 
your imperialistic monopoly right on the earth: ‘The state belongs to 
the mighty,’ will be destroyed; because this is the age of democracy. 
This age does not belong to one person, one group and infallible 
doctrines of one scripture. In this age, everybody always strives for 
the development of humanness, development of the self and self- 
prestige. This is the age of the survival of the fittest. So you have to 
wake up. You have to run in equal pace with the world. If you lag 
behind idly, someone else will avail your opportunity. You keep watch 
over the change in the world. See in which direction the world moves. 
It would not do to indulge in day-dreaming in your peaceful cottage, 
satisfying your own interest only. You have to gird up your loins and 
fight against, so to say, the storm, wind and water of the sea, the 
world. Then only your boat will reach the shore. You are the race of 
brave and courageous mariners! Four thousand years ago, sons of 
your race had traded with far off Misar, Sore, Sudam, Babylone and 
Ninivi. Read the history of the Phinisian mariners. You will find that 
sons of your race had gone to far off lands to trade in diamond, 
neelam, pearl, coral, lac and ivory. It is you who had first recognized 
the ‘pole star’; and the mariner’s compass was the product of your 
brain. The placing of a huge magnate on the Konark temple proves 
it. Naming of Dhruba’s son as ‘Utkal’ in the Dhruba puran is another 
proof. Daughters of your merchant class waited eagerly, holding the 
plate with articles of worship, to worship the vessel by waving lighted 
earthen lamps before it. Tell me, is there any song in the ancient 
history of any other race in India like Oriya song for ‘worshipping a 
vessel’! What a tale beyond history, of Bipula, a merchant’s daughter 
of your race! Do not forget the past altogether; incidents of the past 
will inspire you and infuse you with new strength for your future. It 
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had happened four thousand years ago. Even now one’s flesh creeps 
and tears of joy fall down when one remembers the mighty and 
courageous mariners of Kalinga. At the time, not a single religion of 
modem civilization of the world had originated. Only the Vedic religion 
which has been continuing for centuries and the Aryan civilization 
existed. The Kalinga race which was the same civilized Aryans was 
the best mariners of India. Their trade spread to America, Africa 
etc. True, had we not found those in our history, we would not have 
believed in those tales and those would have appeared like dream to 
us. But, look to history. Read the histories of the Jews and Babylone 
and read the biography of the defeated emperor of Ninivi, you will 
know that diamonds, pearls, ivory from Utkal adorned articles in their 
houses. Kalinga is the kingdom of elephants; the king of Kalinga is 
known as Gajapati, that is, the owner of elephants. Duryodhan’s queen 
Chitrangada, who hailed form Kalinga, one day became the great 
queen of India, being the empress, of the Kaurav dynasty in Delhi. 
The daughter of Kalinga ruled over India as the Hindu empress. 
After all these, if you think we do not have a history and we are 
utterly poor, then there is no one more miserable and orphaned than 
us in the world. 


Taking part in rebellion and Partition of Bengal Movement 


This was our past. Perhaps, except Bombaites in Gujurat, 
nobody has faced so much sorrow and suffering as Oriyas in the 
modern Movement. Though the people of Balasore, Midnapore and 
Kanthi are Oriyas, these areas are now a part of Bengal. The blood- 
shed at Balasore, Midnapore and Kanthi and the oppression at Nilgir 
are no less terrible. Bengal is known as a rebellious state. But, there 
the rebels are Oriyas. The rebel of Midnapore, Upendra Maity, is 
today known as a Bengali; but he is an Oriya. Because Utkal is now 
torn and separated; her parts are separated; her bones broken and 
her skeleton destroyed. Still there is no reason to despair. Even if we 
have fallen on the ground, we would never die and mingle with the 
dust. We will certainly rise. Our Kalinga will rejuvenate with new 
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strength, new inspiration and new body and mind. The youth power 
of Utkal is never lower than the youth power of other states. They 
will accomplish the impossible. They will proudly hold high the victory- 
flag of Utkal. Our race can rely on them. Like Bhagirath, they are 
our harbingers of the new era. 


A few days back I came across a pure Oriya young man, who 
had dressed as a sahib, in Delhi. By virtue of his self-confidence he 
had toured Europe, Holland, Germany, Belgium, Italy, France, England, 
Turky, Czechoslovakia and almost all states in India and stayed there 
for some days. He had lived in Iraq with his Brahmin wife for six 
years and had taught her Oriya, Bengali, Arabic and English. He is 
placed in a high position in the foreign department of the government 
of India. But lie is always inspired by the love of his country and his 
race. He has not left his caste and race; rather he follows 
grihasthashram adopted in ancient Brahmin villages. On seeing him, 
I was surprised. In fact, who knows where an Oriya lives? Oriyas, 
who are living in Orissa, cannot understand how an Oriya dwelling 
outside feels great joy when he meets a person of his own state. The 
state belongs to us; the race is ours and her every successful son 
makes us feel proud and glorious. It does not matter in which field an 
Oriya progresses. We are fortunate that an Oriya occupies high 
position. There should not be any violence, envy, ill-feeling and fighting 
among us. After the differences of opinion as to whether the meeting 
of the Congress will be held at Puri or at Cuttack came to an end, the 
people of Cuttack should not be adamant to buy visitor’s ticket of the 
Congress from today, sulking with the people of Puri. As the brave 
soil of Barabati fort of Cuttack belongs to us, so also Lord Jagannath 
at Puri. Why should we say “this is yours and this is mine’? Everything 
belongs to us. Starting from the perseverance at the Chhuriana jungle 
at Satyabadi to the struggle on the salt field at Inchudi, from 
Midnapore to Ganjam, Berhampur, Jeypore, Bastar, every area 
belongs to us. We are not prepared to forgo even an inch. The Congress 
of Utkal is our national Congress. We need the help of even a person, 
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who is insignificant like a squirrel, while performing this stupendous 
task which is like building a bridge across the sea. We should not sulk 
while doing this work of our own house. I sincerely wish that Oriyas 
will make the meeting of the Congress successful using all their 
strength and carve out a niche for them in India. Nobody knows 
when this opportunity will come again. What we have got at our 
hand, we should not let go. 


Particularly, I appeal to the women of Utkal for this. Let them 
come out in hundreds and thousands and make this grand arrangement 
a success. Their auspicious hands are at the root of all auspicious 
deeds. You will see, every scarcity and difficulty will come to an end. 
All zigzag ways will be straightened; all disappointments will be 
changed to hope. hi 


Now-a-days, as soon as I open an Oriya newspaper, I see 
names of many women workers. It fills my heart with joy. Today 
Oriya women are picketing on roads. Defying the conventions 
prescribed for widows, the Oriya widows are getting married following 
scriptural instructions in presence of five headmen. The Oriya young 
women are leading men on battlefields and in meetings. Now they 
dominate inside the house and outside. This is an auspicious sign, 
mark of rising of the race. So I sincerely appeal and wholeheartedly 
pray to all women of Utkal that they keep up the honour of the race. 
Let not lakhs of Oriya young men work as coolies in other countries 
and lose their own honour as well as the honour of their state. Let 
people of Utkal make a bigger Utkal and provide livelihood to their 
sons in their own houses. Let spinning wheel be revived and coarse 
clothes be spun again. Let our wicker boxes in our store rooms be 
filled with pata, pitambari and maniabandi saris and clothes produced 
in our country. Today women of Utkal have a great deed to 
accomplish. Let not idleness and apathy destroy the country in these 
days of action. What more shall I write? Delhi is reeling under 
scorching heat, terrible malaria and influenza. This is the condition of 


Delhi, the capital of India. The condition of entire India is beyond 
156 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


description.’A look at a person’s face reveals the condition of his 
body. The condition of Delhi reveals the predicament of the whole of 
India. Besides, India is a golden country; here diamond trees bear 
fruits of pearls. Alas, ‘Precious of all wealth is the gem of 
Independence.’ India is in bondage, her health and wealth, life-span, 
strength and valour, food and clothing — everything is in the clutches 
of others. ‘Ah rice, ah disease,’ this worry destroys the invaluable 
youth power of India. But who does understand this? Should the 
young men of Utkal remain asleep at this time? Should they wet their 
torn mattress and bed, shedding tears? No, their skeletal bodies 
possess the spirit of a lion even today. The clarion call, ‘Do not be 
scared’, would wake them up with the power of a lion. Who can 
obstruct their immense strength like Lord Rudra at that time? 


May God bring that day soon. May Utkal prosper in wealth 
and men. Good-bye. Today I write this from the sick bed. 


Editor Sir, I 
Good morning. 

After a long time 1 want to meet you and to have small talk 
with you. After all, Life does not take the same course every day. 
One’s fortune is shaped through lots of ups and downs. The destiny 
of Hindu race runs like this. If any astrologer calculates its horoscope, 
he would perhaps say that it is now under the influence of planet 
Saturn or else why should everyone want to be separated from it? If 
these thirty-five crores of people, whom we call Indians, who are 
born and brought up in the same land and who live on the same food 
get united whole-heartedly, they would not be the laughing stock in 
the world and there would not be any pulling of chairs and benches in 
the Council and Assembly. Worthy people of our country would have 
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sat among the five headmen and managed the affairs of the state 
without any dispute. They would have done what is good for all people 
ofthe state. But, there are also people who create trouble in everything 
and watch the drama that follows. We are stupid fellows. How could 
we know their crookedness and hypocrisy? We are ready to separate 
from others completely. Our Muslim brothers consider themselves 
special from the very beginning. Now Sikh brothers, untouchable 
brothers and Christian brothers want to get separated from the 
mainstream and thus make Hindu race legless and handless like Lord 
Jagannath. What will happen to our country, if so many fences are 
erected within it? Did the famous two castes who consider themselves 
as flag-bearers of religion reflect on it? Or are they building castles 
in the air, being proud of their own castes? 


It is true, dear brother editor, what is happening is a terrible 
oppression on Hinduism. It is a great sin that untouchables should 
raise their heads. Had it been the era of Lord Ramachandra, the 
King of Ayodhya, they would have seen how Sudraka was beheaded 
for reading the Vedas. At present Lord Rama does not rule or else 
these followers of Ambedkar would have been beheaded at one stroke 
and their polluted and worthless bodies would have been fed to kites 
and vultures. They are so proud they hope to be equal friends with 
the best of castes. O you fellows! The sins committed by you in your 
previous births made you take birth as untouchable hardies and panas. 
Why do you still nurture the evil design to be equal with upper castes 
which is like stretching out your hands to catch the moon in heaven? 
After all, performing penance for millions of births we have been 
blessed to be bom into the Brahmin and the Kshyatriya families which 
are the best castes in India. We may not know the first letter ‘a’ of 
our lessons or we may not be brave to hold a blunted billhook and the 
whole world may condemn us and laugh at us. But we think we are 
the best of all castes among the Hindus. Describing us, a poet has 
sung: ‘Best of all castes / Renowned and pious Hindus.’ We are the 
living images of religion. Religions of the whole world are rooted in 
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our body. We are the religious guru of the world. The way we eat, sit 
down, lie down, laugh, cough, whatever we do, manifests religion. 
What can we not do for the sake of religion? We wear sacred thread 
across our shoulders, keep tufts of hair on our heads, count holy 
beads, draw lines on our bodies with ash for the sake of religion. We 
observe so many rituals and fast, celebrate festivals, read palm-leaf 
manuscripts, scriptures and puranas for the sake of religion. For 
religion, we take holy dip in the dirty, polluted and stinking waters of 
the rivers Ganga and Yamuna where corpses float and purify 
ourselves. This deed expiates our sins of theft, adultery, murder and 
feticide committed in previous seven births. For the sake of religion, 
we tie iron knot of an innocent five-year-old girl who is busy playing 
with soil with an emaciated old rnan. For the sake of religion, we 
render destitute our young windows who are like fresh rose buds and 
make them beg as matajis, female mendicants, for their livelihood or 
we make our nubile daughters devadashis and marry them off to our 
gods. We make these devadashis dance before priests and servitors 
of mutts and temples. We have built rows of temples, mutts at every 
village, town and bathing ghat. All these have been done for the sake 
of religion. O you untouchables! How can we allow you to these 
places? We have earned this prestige by virtue of our good deeds 
performed in many previous births. How can we all mingle without 
any distinction only because Gandhi is fasting today? Then, what 
would be left for us under the sun or on this earth to be proud? How 
can we walk raising our heads with pride? How would people of 
other countries listen, stunned, that a Sudra walks twenty-one cubits 
behind a Brahmin? If his shadow falls on a Brahmin, who is a god in 
the shape of a man, the Brahmin is polluted. After all, a Brahmin is 
always a Brahmin: a Brahmin is a person ‘who can cook.’ He can 
provide food for soul or cook food for stomach. A man who is always 
devoted to studies is a pundit or a person who is born of a Brahmin is 
a pundit. A person may not be able to put his finger print, but he is 
always a Brahmin on account of the religion of Brahmanism 
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established by the Brahmins. Seven persons like Gandhi may fast for 
hundred days and die and mingle with dust, but nothing will change. 
Whatever system has been prescribed since earlier times would 
continue. A Brahmin is a Brahmin: a Sudra is a Sudra, an untouchable 
is an untouchable. We have no power to pollute ourselves by allowing 
untouchables to sit in the same row with us and eat, even if Gandhi 
advises us to do so or God Himself instructs us. We look upon Gandhi 
as an incarnation. If he dies while fasting for untouchables, we will 
get a temple built for him and enshrine his idol in it. We will forbid 
untouchables-to enter that temple. We do not matter less. We can 
worship a lot. So Gandhyiji’s self-sacrifice will not be wasted. Lord 
Sri Krishna was killed by an aboriginal tribe, Jara. The tribes 
worshipped him as God in the shape of a log of neem. How could we 
bear it? We stole Him and enshrined Him as Lord Jagannath who 
saves the fallen ones. We banned those untouchables to enter their 
own temple. The strongest one rules over a kingdom. But now we 
feel scared. Those who have been trampled under our feet for seven 
births may raise their heads and nerve to ask us, ‘Who are you to 
keep us lower than dogs and cats?’ Brothers, we are doing all this for 
your well- being. All the fingers of one’s hand are not equal in size. If 
all become mendicants who will give them alms? 


Brother Editor, we are really very frightened. These- 
untouchables would not obey us any more. They are ready to demand 
their rights, their eyes blood-shot and heads held high. Hindu religion 
will go to the abyss. These depressed untouchables are pressing us 
to give them their rights. We are afraid, someday they may attack 
Lord Jagannath from behind Muktimandap, the seat of Brahmins in 
the Jagannath temple, and take Him away and they will make the 
world know that we had stolen Lord Jagannath from them. Brother 
Oriya! Beware and retumn their God to them, the dispute will be settled. 
At present, in India, you are keeping behind others in everything. At 
least come forward to perform this. Avail this opportunity to earn a 
name for you across India. This opportunity will never come again. 
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Before the amalgamation of the state, you Mishras hug untouchables_ 
Gochhayat, Dina Samal, Kanduri Malik_ feed them Mahaprasad, 
the holy offerings to Lord Jagannath, and unite under the flag of Lord 
Jagannath. Show to the world that you truly believe in equality, 
fraternity and liberty! This chance will never come again even if we 
strike our heads! One Oriya brother implored me to beg, folded hands, 
the pundits sitting on Muktimandap in the Jagannath temple to open 
the door of the temple for untouchables. 


Tell me one thing. Am I better than untouchables? I also belong 
to the depressed, suppressed and suffocated class. How dare we 
raise our heads before the Brahmins of Muktimandap? We are also 
untouchables. If anyone touches us, we are smashed. We are dolls 
of butter, slightest heat makes us melt. So we remain shut up in the 
inner wing. We are sentenced to remain behind purda, we are covered 
with veils. Though we have legs, we cannot walk; though we have 
hands, we cannot do anything. Though we have eyes, we are not 
supposed to see. Though we have ears, we do not listen. We are 
strange creatures! Untouchables are seven crores in number. But 
our number is sixteen or seventeen crores. Neither any Gandhi nor 
his wife fasts for our liberation. If it happens, we will wake up and 
stare, wide-eyed, at these two castes who have written Manusmruti, 
the book of conduct for women. We the women who live in the 
darkness like chemeni birds would fly out and the world would witness 
a new drama enacted on the stage of Hindus. 


Alas Hindu religion! At present, you are really in danger. Surely 
you are under the evil influence of the planet Saturn; or else why 
would you have faced so many problems! On the one hand, there is 
the problem of self-government. On the other, there is the problem of 
communal election. Added to these, there are the problems of 
untouchables and women. It is replete with problems. Is there any 
way to solve it? Like the problem of amalgamation of Oriya speaking 
tracts, would all these problems continue in new shapes and colours 
year after year! Has anybody witnessed the plight of the skeletal 
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shape of our old mother Oriya? Or has our master who is in the helm 
of affairs realized her straitened circumstances, her pitiable 
predicament like a torso or her agony of being the laughing stock? 
They only pay lip service to Oriyas and sweet- talk to our upper 
caste people that they will give them the best thing on the earth. But 
actually our master does nothing for us, Oriyas. The unification of 
Oriya speaking tracts is postponed every time. So a poet has sung: 
“You are waiting in vain. / The last thirty years are witness to your 
helpless state.’ Many have ascended the throne starting from Viceroy 
Curson to Willington. But nobody cares for the interest of Utkal. 
God is the only stay of helpless Utkal. The result of our prayer to 
those who are in the helm of affairs is zero, the shape of a potato, like 
that of the round- table conference. 


In fact, the round-table conference confuses everything; but 
how can there be a square- table conference? After all the earth is 
round, the moon is round, the sun is round. God has shaped everything 
round. So everything should come to a round shape. It is the eternal 
law of the world. That is why there are so many rounds, that is, 
circles or confusion in religion. Muslims have their problems 
concerning ‘Sia’ and ‘Sunni’ sects. Christians are divided into 
‘Catholics’ and ‘Protestants’. Similarly, Hindus have many castes 
like the Brahmins, the Sudras! This division has been made since 
time immemorial; it is not a new thing. These destroyers of religion 
are mere beardless boys. They have changed their attitude so many 
times, but Hindu religion is an ancient one. It is like a grand old man 
whose skin is wrinkled, mouth toothless, eyes have grown dim, long 
grey bread touches the ground and his bending waist will make his 
nose touch the ground after some days . Will it be becoming on its 
part to appear in a new fashion in the world at this age? Yet, people 
ask it to reform. Is there anything left in it to reform? It has been 
reformed many times since its birth. Its good and bad aspects are 
the outcome of its samskara during its previous births. Its language 
is Sanskrit as well. It is completely reformed, cleansed and purified. 
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Starting from Buddha, Shankar, many persons like Ramananda, 
Chaitanya, Kabira, Nanak, Ram Mohan, and Dayananda strived to 
reform it, but failed. What new thing this Gandhi, Malabya , Munje, 
Sarada etc. have attempted to do? 


Pathans fought against it for seven hundred years, but could 
not make it budge an inch. One hundred and fifty years of British 
education, civilization and new light could not enter into its dark inner 
wings. And now you are striving to reform it. What reform will you 
bring about? Will you make the untouchables the touchables? Will 
you allow these untouchables to use our wells, ponds, bathing ghats, 
and enter our mutts and temples? My dear, why do you decide in 
their favour? Tell me what spirit has possessed you? The religion of 
becoming impure by just touching somebody is the birth right of us, 
Hindus. Everywhere, from mother’s womb to the world and heaven, 
Hindus have spread the concept of being polluted by just touching 
another fellow being. The belief of Hinduism is different from other 
religious faiths. People in the world may look upon Hindus as mean 
untouchables, ignorant fellows, blind men and slaves who are divided 
into a number of castes. But they do not bother about it. Hindu 
religion is like a cooking pot. Its all daily rituals, civilization, the Vedas, 
the Vedanta, the Upanishad, the Ramayan, the Mahabharat boil 
down to the idea of polluting oneself by touching another fellow human 
being. It is the be-all and end-all of Hinduism. Problems of self- 
government, communal election etc., have no significance before the 
idea of polluting oneself by touching another person. Hindus will live 
or die with this idea. Beware! Don’t touch their religion. So Gandhiji 
should be aware of it before it is too late, or he will regret later. Will 
the great Hindu religion be able to forgive him later with its generous 
shallowness? He should reflect on it calmly and end his fast. After all 
what did he eat? Only a little goat milk, two pieces of dry dates and 
a few grapes. Why did you Bapuji stop taking these for the sake of 
untouchables! If you want equal rights for them, take seven crores 
out of our thirty three crores of deities and distribute one to each of 
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them. Why do you lie fasting at this old age? You may fall ill. Your 
condition may hurt untouchables or not; their coarse skin like that of 
buffaloes is very tough. But your suffering will hurt our soft skin. 


Brother Editor! At present the atmosphere of Delhi is neither 
chilly nor hot. But my heart is not stirred by the enthralling moonlight 
of the Autumn and the sweet fragrance of kunda flowers carried 
away by the breeze because of my suffering from typhoid and malaria. 
The witch malaria stalked Calcutta, on the confluence of the Ganga, 
Cuttack which is like a medal around the neck of the river Chitrotpala, 
Puri which is a gem on the head of the ocean, Ganjam, the mane of 
Chilika and the sea. But she was not satiated. She came from Calcutta 
to Delhi which is like the royal umbrella and settled here. What shall 
I say about its nature to-stalk India? Is there any Oriya who has not 
an attack of typhoid and malaria and has not tasted quinine tablet? 
Round the year, Oriyas suffer from typhoid and malaria and take 
quinine. 

Why should the witch called malaria not enjoy sucking the juice 
of Oriyas in Delhi? Oriyas have lost their senses on account of ‘high 
temperature’ caused by malaria. They become enemies of their own 
family. Or else how come, in spite of doing so much and running to 
Simla.to meet the officials, they do not get the nectar called 
‘amalgamation’ and the goddess Lakshmi in the shape of ‘unification 
of Oriya speaking tracts’. In vain they shout to achieve their goal. 


As if I am writing in a delirious state! My writing has lost 
direction; I do not know what I am writing. It is as if a thunderbolt 
struck a coconut tree but an areca nut tree broke. So forgive my 
mistakes. Do not forget to send a bottle of Victoria tonic pill from the 
shop of Akshya baboo at Chaudhury bazaar. 


With regards, 


Yours Kuntala Kumari Sabat 
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Personal Letters 


Dear Chakradhar, 


You want to know who this doctor babu is. I can never explain 
to you who this babu is and how he is related to me. You try to 
understand it yourself. He is the person who has moulded me a true 
human being. He has placed a jasmine like me, which blossomed in 
the forest, in the garden and groomed me to enchant visitors. I have 
achieved this glory and this position on account of his tireless effort. 
Had he not been born in Orissa, Kuntala Kumari would not have 
been famous as a poetess. You might have remembered that while 
returning from Balasore by train, I told you many things about the 
babu. Though he is short-tempered, he is a generous and godlike 
person. All my weaknesses and my inertia disappear by his blessings 
with every passing day. In the world, others will praise me or befriend 
me; but no one is worthy of being my guru. You see my guru. After 
all, no one possesses such a large heart as he has! But, it is true and 
the doctor babu will also admit that I am at the root of his nobility and 
devotion to God. Both of us have mutually moulded our lives. He is 
created for me; I have been made for the world. My heart sears 
when I think about babu. He is a godlike being. You will conduct 
yourself, honouring his advice. 

You will do exercise regularly for the improvement of your 
health. I exercise; I wake up before dawn and chant the name of 
God. So I achieve victory in all my activities. And see, I do so much 
work and at the same time, I learn Urdu on my own. Day before 
yesterday 1 worked all day; again I went to deliver a baby at 1.30 
A.M and came back next day at 4 o’clock. Then I went to attend a 
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case and retumed at 7 P.M. In spite of all these, I am studying. You 
will never neglect your studies. Since the day I started doing exercise, 
I have been feeling energetic and lively! Doctor babu is like 
Dhanwantari, the physician of gods. He advised me to do exercise, 
get up early in the morning and pray to God. 


I bless you, 


Your mother. 


(2) 07.07.1927. 
Dear Chakradhar, 


Today when I received the long cherished letter from you, I 
thought I received a letter from my son. It was as if I received a 
treasure. Every mother feels like this. But I wept after going through 
it. Chakradhar you came to make me weep. You left, bringing me 
tears. You are not to blame. It is my bad luck. You smell selfishness 
in whatever I perform for you. But, it is not true, Chakradhar! This is 
not selfishness on my part; it is my love for a person who belongs to 
another religion. 


When I came across you, I looked upon you as my son of a 
previous birth. Ah, I was oblivious that now I belong to another religion. 
I thought my wish would be fulfilled. Besides, when minds match, 
castes do not matter. I am a fool. Do you know Chakradhar! I am a 
mere woman charmed by love. I looked upon you as my son. I thought 
I had not given birth to you in this life, but you were certainly born to 
me in other birth. So I would give everything to this disobedient child 
and improve the inner man in him. Look, beware; never say I have 
not done anything for you. It will bring disgrace upon your great 
race. But I forgot that I belong to a class of people who take beef. 


Chakradhar! My heart is filled with grief.‘As if my heart bursts, 
because I am your mother! You have taken leave of me. But you 
won’t get leave from my heart. Has a low caste person no right to 
love a man of upper caste? You want to be like a frog that lives inside 
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a well and thinks itself to be the king of the whole world. The greatness 
of your mother, your race and your traditional honour would never 
have been tarnished on account of me. It will never be ruined because 
of me. The low caste of one’s guru who improves one’s soul is never 
criticized. 

I am glad that you have written what you really felt; but you 
could have sent this reply to me long back. You severely hurt me. I 
had been building a Taj Mahal of hope involving you. There is no 
need to keep it a secret now. Hoping that I shall make you close to 
me, I gave words to somebody. I wanted to adopt an educated daughter 
of an aristocratic Brahmin family and to give away her to you. Every 
mother who has got a beautiful child dreams many things for his 
future. In fact, overwhelmed by emotion, the matter of your religion, 
your race and your dear motherland never crossed my mind. You are 
very dear to me. Religion, race, society and motherland are matters 
which lie outside heart. Love and affection are matters which concern 
heart. All these things matter very little compared to love; but I did 
not say this to you. Now you came to know this.I wished to take you 
to a height. Forgive me and forget. 


Today I knew you are a heartless and arrogant high-minded 
boy. It is not that greatness and nobility of heart are coupled everytime. 
Maybe you have learnt this from Hinduism. Maybe you have learnt 
this ideal from Vivekananda. When I was telling the most secret 
things of my life to you, you should have stopped me. You may say, ‘1 
am no one to you, Iam an arrogant boy whom you met for a moment 
at some far off place. I am an independent being.’ 


Well Chakradhar! You are a mere beardless boy. You do not 
know the value of love and affection. You do not know the importance 
of humanness. You are only arrogant. Your egotistical Brahmanism 
is very low beside my humanness; because you lack qualities of heart. 
You may be orthodox or a modernist; you may follow Vivekananda 
or Sankaracharya. I have been looking upon you as my son. If you 
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were an untouchable, still you would have been my Chakradhar, my 
son, someone very close to me. Even now you are the same to me. 

Your attitude is: Beware; don’t touch me. I am a Brahmin. I 
am a first-born. I am worshipped by other castes. It is better to die 
following one’s own religion; following other’s religion lands one in 
terrible situations. What you mean by ‘one’s own religion’ is neither 
Hinduism nor Brahmoism. One day you will understand. Dharma of 
water is coldness. Dharma of fire is to emit energy. Love and affection, 
tenderness and sympathy and all the gentleness of a woman’s heart 
and tears are my dharma. Your own dharma is mountain-peak high 
arrogance. One day you will realize it. 


Everybody is asking for you. Your mother Banalata asked about 
your whereabouts. Tulasi Devi confided something to you and now 
she is searching for you. You seared a few motherly hearts for no 
reason. 


Let my love, endearment, selfishness and dharma remain with 
me. This is the last letter between us. This is not a matter to tempt 
you. This is my affection for you which you never needed. 

In spite. of all these, I address you for the last time. You are my 
son for ever. Today the place of my son became vacant.Now forgive 
me. If you like, you may occasionally send me a letter. Send someone 
to take your effects. 

Your dead mother. 

(3) 25. 12. 1927. 

Dear Chakradhar, 

Do not be surprised that Iam writing a letter to you. I express 
my innermost feelings. I am mad about the freedom of my country. 
Will we be really free or will we be wandering in the dream land? 
You own a lot of landed property. I own many books and some money 
and property. Of course, doctor babu (Dr Kailash Rao) is a poor 
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person. But we three possess unlimited virtues. However, we do not 
perform what we think justified. We have wasted ourselves doing 
slavery. When will we be liberated from bondage? By slavery I mean 
slavery of salaried job, slavery of people who have different tastes in 
our families, slavery of terrible fear of living in straitened 
circumstances. This has rendered us narrow-minded like a frog who 
lives inside a well, and thinks it to be the whole world. You understand 
these problems very well. The well being of the country and the race 
is the ideal of persons like us who should be fearless and brave. But 
we are timid and aimless. How will the country rise? Iam mad about 
Independence. I shall leave my salaried job. Joining the peaceful 
struggle chosen by me, I shall bring out my inner qualities. Let us go 
and worshipping God, take a pledge before Him that we will achieve 
total freedom; we will be self-reliant; we will follow our own 
avocation; and we will be fearless and completely swadeshi. We will 
worship God and take this vow, lest we should forget it. 


Within five years from today, pursuing independent business, 
we will be completely self-reliant and completely swadeshi. We would 
not purchase goods produced abroad except those without which we 
cannot manage. We will put on khadi most of the time. If we want 
fine clothes, we will use silk clothes produced in our country. We will 
also run a few mills so that we would not face terrible problem, because 
India needs clothes worth sixty-four crore rupees whereas khadi worth 
half a crore rupee is produced. So there is no harm in using clothes 
produced in our mills. Let the wealth of the country remain in the 
country. In the market, we get cakes of soap, matches, cotton, sugar 
etc.; which are produced in our country, at a slightly higher rate; only 
a few things, which are not produced here, are brought from foreign 
countries. The whole country is determined to give up articles 
produced abroad. We are always swadeshi, why should we lag behind? 
Let me tell you in brief what I have thought about the good of India. 
Like Europe, India is a vast nation comprising provinces of different 
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regional languages. I want the following things for her progress. First, 
national unity of our vast country and preservation of our own religion, 
independence from the impact of western races like the Christians, 
Pathans and reformation of the practices and behaviour of the Hindus. 
Secondly, our vast country should be ruled by democracy. Following 
Hindu religion, rules and regulations should be formed in national 
language Hindi. Hindusthan is the country of Hindus. Nobody has 
any right over her. I shall be good at Hindi. Let you be good at English 
and Hindi. In Utkal, we will make extensive use of Hindi. We will 
always seek the importance of Hindi instead of English. We bow 
down to Gandhi who is like a god. God has made Gandhi bom in a 
place where Hindi is spoken. Gujarati is very much like Hindi. We 
are his soldiers in his peaceful struggle. Well, you make arrangement 
for your landed property. Time will come when we all will be untied. 
We will be workers and leaders of our country. 


You pray to God that I should be blessed with a son, Karmendu 
Bilash. You instill courage into me. I, a non-Hindu, will be a Hindu. I 
who am inactive, will be active. No longer will we be slaves to these 
Britishers. We will only learn their good things. I want money to 
publish books and to buy newspapers. You know, it’s against my nature 
to ask for money to anyone. Now you become a man. I write a poem 
to you: 


Now Oriyas become man 

You bore much sufferings and misfortunes. 
Now stand with your own leg, 

Wash away the blot on your race 

With the water of your virtues. 

You are not low, you are not mean, 

No more shed tears of despair, 

That you are one crore 


Among the thirty-three crores. 
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Being idle, sleep no more 

In the dark corner of your hut. 

Will-power makes one a man. 

Be strong in mind and stand bravely. 

Tell proudly, Iam a strong Oriya. 

I am like the strong current of the Mahanadi. 
You make stone sculptures at Konark and Neelachal. 
Do not be afraid, do not be scared. 

Who can conquer will-power? 

Faith in your will-power 

Will give you food and clothing plenty. 

The whole world belongs to Lord Jagannath. 
Do not be a thief in His Kingdom. 

You are His son, 

Study He will give you what you want. 

Do not be scared so much. 

True, flood and hundreds of misfortunes 

Hit you everywhere. 

Men and fate, all are your enemies, 

You are hurt at every step every day. 


Still you man, be a man. 


Say in unison: ‘We will be men’. 
Man, man, man’s place is now 
Equal to that of God. 

We are men, 

We have no fear no shame. 
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Surely victory is decreed for us. 

We, one crore Oriyas, are men. 

We are not rubbish garbage of the world. 
We have our spirit still. 

We no longer grieve over our cruel fall. 
Surely we will rise henceforth, 

Say today in unison. 

Sing the song of freedom in every house. 
Devote yourself to self-reliance. 

No king has power under the sun 

To put any obstacle on your path. 

Rise o Oriyas, be man. 

Blessings of God falls on you, man. 

Be worshipped on the earth as man 

Let your blood dance in manly pride. 

You will get back what you have lost. 
Your wealth will increase more and more 
Oriyas, now you become man 

And wipe out the blot on your name. 


You send a copy of this poem to ‘Asha’ in my name. This poem 
is a motherly gift to you. I wish that you will be a man. You will. 
always keep this letter with you .May your fame increase. 


Your affectionate mother. 
(4) 2.12.1930. 
Dear Chakradhar, 


I received your letter. You have warned me. Today some 
nameless bitter cry surges up from the core of my heart. It is the 
miserable cry of one who is imprisoned. What more I shall write; 
well, you know that Brahmachari is not a man of literary taste. He is 
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a businessman. He has nothing to do with literature. He does not 
allow me to do anything which will not gain money. So I gave up 
literature. I have been compelled to leave it which made me a human 
being. 

Destroy this letter after reading it. This letter should never be 
published. You swear by me to destroy it. My weakness should not 
be made public. (So this part of the letter is not published.) 


You have not received my letters. I had written many letters to 
you. Where is your reply? I wonder why you did not give reply. What 
is the reason behind it? What have you decided regarding your visit 
to Delhi? Perhaps Brahmachari never posts my letters. Or else why 
don’t you give reply? Have your seen /ndumukhi poem written by 
Smt.Apamna Devi? You had come to me in Cuttack at my request. 1 
would remember that as long as I live. Does a son not bear pain for 
his mother? 


Your mother. 


(5) Kuntala Kumari wrote the following letter to 
Chakradhar’s wife, Kanakamanjari, on 26.2.1936. 


Dear Kanakamanjari, 


Daughter-in-law, my queen, I was surprised at your worry about 
women race at this young age. This is also my basic goal. It is not 
enough to bring them out from under the veil and to make them give 
up wearing a lot of jewelry. I am worried about how they would 
imbibe personality. I want that atl women should be like you. You 
have written the right thing. Women are dependent on others like 
machine on account of their lack of education. The work performed 
by them is considered worthless. Nobody cares for their joys and 
sorrows and their wishes and aspirations. The world does not wait 
for them. They create human race every day with their own blood 
and take care of them. But they are like beggars in the world. This is 
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a matter of utter humiliation for the race to which I belong. I want 
very much to see you and Premasundar. You write letters to me 
regularly. 

With affection to you, 


Your mother 


(6) 1.4.1936. 
Dear Chakradhar, 

At present my mind is occupied by instant despair and inertia. 
My inertia may be removed if you come here. I shall set up a press. 
I shall bring an Oriya typewriter and we shall start our work. I shall 
publish your collection of folk songs. Can you come leaving your 
Kanakamanjari and Premasundar? Can you come leaving your old 
mother? If you all come, it will be better. I shall bear all your expenses. 
We have not met for the last five years. In the mean time, you have 
changed a lot. I have also altered a lot. Again our mutual co-operation 
is required for the good of the country. We will surely achieve 
acceptability and fulfillment in our lives as litterateurs. Ihave been 
left alone. I have almost given up Oriya literature. I write something 
in Hindi, but is it true cultivation of literature? What more shall I 
write? You think over my proposal and send a reply. 

You consider my proposal. If you come over to Delhi, not me 
alone, both of us will benefit. Bring an Oriya typewriter to the press; 
we can achieve many things. 

With affection to you, 

Your mother 
(7) in 1937 

Chakradhar, 


The intensity of my grief will lessen if I write about it to you. 
You will read it and send a reply. You are involved in litigation. So you 
do not remember me. 
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Many people in Orissa are under the impression that I have 
become very rich in Delhi or I am busy earning money day in and 
day out and making a lot of material property. How can I remove 
their wrong impression? I do not want to reveal my real predicament 
to any one and there lies my fault. But, what shall I gain except 
degrading myself? It would not bring me any benefit or any remedial 
measure from any one. I know those people who are spreading this 
rumour. I shall tell you, if we meet sometime. 


It is said that I have moved away from devoting myself to 
Oriya literature. So what? How has our country benefited from my 
devotion to literature? Has our country achieved a high place on 
account of my writings and thoughts? My country is not liberated; 
she is trampled by others. 


lam not independent as well. I am trampled; I am in bondage 
and am inactive. How can a person, who is herself in chains, bring 
message of liberation to crores of people in chains? India is chained 
by slavery. She wants freedom, she wants swaraj. I am an Indian 
woman. Along with numerous Indians, I am a slave of the English. 
This is my external bondage; but, as an Indian woman I] am enchained 
by the iron chains of Indian societal and racial mores. Though I have 
eyes, I cannot see, so to say; though I] have ears, I am like a deaf 
person and though I have legs, I cannot walk, so to stay. All the 
same, I shall give the message of liberation to my country and my 
race. I cannot indulge in this falsity. I want moral liberation not only 
for me but also for thousand such co-prisoners. I do not want to 
achieve it by praying others for it. I want to achieve it by dint of my 
own strength. As long as I am not liberated, I would not voice the 
message of liberation and the rejuvenating mantra of hope and 
enthusiasm to anyone. This is my vow. I] have spent the last five 
years of my life to find out and to experience why I am jailed and at 
what point I fall. If I live, I will give the result of my experience to the 
world. 
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I do not think about it lightly. I have reflected on the matter 
deeply. It is my last wish that I shall write down the result of my 
numerous experiences in Hindi books. No longer do I care for devoting 
myself lightly to literature. The reason for the bondage of India lies 
within her. She fails to get freedom for she seeks it outside. Every 
Indian male who is a son of an enchained mother, can never be a 
liberated lion of a man. I do not intend to write an elaborate essay on 
this topic in this letter. I gave only an insight into my ideas. 


I am thinking about my own books. I have decided that I will 
not bring out further editions of any of my books. What is the use of 
it? Every day new and good books come out. Now-a-days there is 
no dearth of books. Since the setting up of printing presses, books 
written by poet Kalidas are found in every household. So, there is no 
need for perseverance which was required in the age of writing on 
palm-leaves. There is dearth of fundamental ideas which can be 
implemented. Besides, it is difficult to get result from that idea. It is 
only a dream to get back the condition which prevailed in the kingdom 
of Lord Ram, the king of Ayodhya. I am not interested in current 
politics. Ups and downs, war and bloodshed will go on in the world. 
We do not have power to change it. The Congress is engaged in 
wiping out monarchy or imperialism altogether. In this sphere, I have 
contributed my mite. I do not have much to do in the sphere of saving 
the harijans, because I myself belong to a class lower than the harijans. 
I think of one thing day and night. It is about the real predicament of 
Indian women, either Hindus or Muslims or Christians. The anxiety 
about this worry overwhelms me. If a Muslim young woman, Mamtaz, 
could make a Hindu young man, who was an extremist like you, her 
brother and serve him food, why would this present condition not 
change? This involves perseverance which is required on the part of 
a great soul. Everything can be achieved through faith and love. So I 
do not join the shouting of ordinary institutions of women, to my eyes, 
these institutions are worthless. Seeing only one country, I do not 
intend to find out ways to save women by applying western methods. 
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Many people are working in many directions. Iam thinking about this 
one aspect I have got. I want to show Draupadi and Kunti of India to 
the world. So I do not take interest in devoting myself to other aspects 
of literature. When I shall get materials related to the whole of the 
problem Iam dealing with, I shall bring it out to the world. I have two 
daughters. No arrangement has been made for their education and 
training till date. I strongly oppose the modern higher education. I 
have suffered the result of such education in my life. I am under the 
impression that man craves for woman’s body as the greatest thing; 
but the same man gives shock to a woman as her husband when he 
loves her'outside wedlock and merges in the hell for her.To be a wife 
is the greatest bondage and the greatest honour of a woman. A 
woman, who receives higher education, loves only to be a whore. 
For a woman the meaning of modern education, the basic meaning 
of modem civilization is: be a whore and love many men. The 
renowned women of India were also prostitutes, so to say. Stigmatizing 
Sita, his queen, as a prostitute, Lord Ramachandra, the King of 
Ayodhya, drove her out of his palace. King Edward left his throne on 
account of a prostitute; but the Indian men want to buy a chaste 
woman at a paltry sum. Is it justified to immerse the entire human 
society in suffering on the issue of adopting the ideal of a chaste 
woman and a brahmachary, a celebate? You are an extreme follower 
of Sanatan Dharma (the eternal religion). Reading this letter, you will 
surely abhor me. But I am not worried about that. Fact is fact; one 
day I will bring to light what I have learnt about women and men as 
a result of my experiences as a doctor for sixteen years. I am a 
woman. The sorrow and suffering of women rend my heart. This is 
the subject of my present perseverance. Who knows what will happen 
in future? 

If I live, I will not give superior, but bizarre literature to the 
country. I want to write something more, but my weakness does not 
permit me to do so. You read my letter. It will bring joy to me. I am 
expecting shortly. May God bless me that after Utkal Kumari and 


177 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


Kalinga Kumari, Karmendu Jaitra Kumar be born. Or else Bharat 
Kumari will take birth. To me, a female child and a male child are 
same. My daughters are my heirs in the world and heirs to my property. 
I also persevere for the status of women. I persevere for ‘Jagannath 
Dharma.’ At present I live in abject poverty; but, like you, Iam never 
worried about material wealth. All the same scarcity of food and 
clothing does not make one poor. I am not a thief; you eat rice out of 
the paddy produced in your farmland legally. I shall write to you 
again. 
With affection and best wishes to you, 


Your mother Kuntala 
(8) 2.3 .1938 
Dear Chakradhar, 


I received your letter after a long time. Perhaps the painful 
disease which has afflicted your grandmother is cancer. There is no 
medicine for it in allopathy. The wound is washed with magsulph 
lotion. But it does not improve the condition much. It is treated only 
by means of radium ray. If x’ ray treatment is offered at the hospital 
in Cuttack, she may be treated there. I do not know any better 
treatment than this. Or she may be operated upon if her condition 
permits. This is a fatal disease. This news makes me sad. Your son, 
Permasundar, was ill. How is he now? How is your aunt? What is 
the news about your family? 


My two daughters, Utkal and Kalinga, are well. They can recite 
Hindi songs well. My elder daughter, Utkal Kumari, became an eight- 
year- old last November. She is reflective by nature. Besides, she is 
good at domestic chores. She is also keen on drawing. She is not 
interested in poetry. She breaks everything and tries to find out what 
is inside it. She has a mind to do research. She likes history and 
stories. She is eager to find out the truth about everything. My younger 
daughter is not yet five years old. But she has surpassed her elder 
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sister in studies. She likes poetry. At this tender age, she has 
exceptional knowledge about metre and rhyme. She is a wonder- 
child. She is exceptionally talented in many areas. The manner of 
her sitting, walking, getting up, talking etc. reflect her leadership 
qualities. The elder one resembles me in her looks. The younger one 
resembles her father. She is fairer and beautiful. I am sending their 
photographs with this letter. Both have learnt Hindi and English up to 
class four. They are taking lessons from a tutor. My elder daughter 
can speak Oriya. The younger one can understand Oriya, but she 
can speak only a couple of Oriya words. After two years, when their 
knowledge of Hindi improves, I shall teach them Oriya. They know 
all important events of history and stories from Indian epics. They 
are well versed in worshipping gods and goddesses, reciting sastras, 
chanting names of gods and singing bhajans. Pujas of all religions are 
performed in our house. We observe many historical events including 
those of the Congress. So, all these are being made a part of their 
life. My health is better now; but I fall ill occasionally. Well, let me 
stop writing about family matters. 


to * * 


If you exchange letters with him (Dr.Rao) write to me about 
him. I and Brahmachari adore and revere him. He is the inspiration 
of my literary life. My literary life is not destroyed; rather it has been 
revived in a new way in these new circumstances. ‘Bharati Tapoban’ 
has been set up. Sri Jainendra Kumar is the chief gardener of this 
literary garden. Other litterateurs like Pravakar Machwe who is an 
M.A. and has got ‘Sahitya Ratna’ degree , Sri Baschayan, the 
secretary of “Visal Bharat”, the best poet in Hindu, Sri Maithili 
Saran and his brother Sri Siyaram Saran, Sri Yaspal Jain , B.A., L.L.B. 
the secretary of “Jeevan Sudha”, are members of this organization. 
Soon members will be collected from Orissa for this cultural 
association. 1 need your co-operation, Chakradhar! Henceforth I 
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shall send letters to you regularly, I have decided. How can you 
know what sorrows, what obstacles and what storms shape my life 
here? My joy will know no bounds when ‘Bharati Tapoban’ will prove 
successful and the cultural association of Indian litterateurs will 
achieve its goal. Now only its foundation is being laid. When it will 
stand out like an attractive building, people will know it. Rome was 
not built in a day. A great deed is not accomplished in a day. Many 
obstacles come up on its way. I send “Baramala” and “Sapana”. 


Shortly you will receive “Visal Bharat” every month. You will 
do one thing for me. You will prepare an essay providing a brief 
account of litterateurs in Orissa. 1 shall get it translated into Hindi 
and send that to you. You will send it to “Visal Bharat” for publication. 
I want to familiarize Oriya litterateurs outside the state. I shall make 
each one of them a member of ‘Bharati Tapoban’. Each member 
has to give one set of his published books and one rupee towards 
entry fee. No other fee is to be paid by them. Soon a magazine will 
be published on behalf of ‘Bharati Tapoban’. Each member will 
subscribe this magazine. The messages embodied in their books and 
articles will be published in it. Their articles will also be published and 
reviewed in this magazine. In India, scarcity of money.is faced for 
accomplishing any good deed; but rich and luxurious people pour out 
their money for evil deed. Besides, one does not receive co-operation 
from others while performing any good deed. Moreover, most of the 
litterateurs who offer valuable ideas to the country are poor. Like 
two wives of a man, in India even today wealth and learning are 
never found to co-exist. 


I shall feel obliged if you collect my articles published in Sahakar 
during the last ten years. Well, do not get annoyed that I assigned so 
much work to you. After all, these are our own work. 

Now I am good at reading, writing and delivering lecture in 
Hindi. In short, I have mastered it as my mother language. So, why 
should I let go the opportunity to familiarize literature of Utkal in 
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India? I pray to God to bless me with a long life. I have survived 
many critical health conditions by the grace of God. Even a feather 
of a young bird never falls if God does not wish. 


You will surely send me addresses of litterateurs and newspaper- 
publishing houses in Orissa. Besides, you will prepare a short list of 
introduction of women writers in Utkal. Iam sending you a Hindi 
article. Icould not send any article to it. They wrote to me to send an 
article for it again and again; but I did not send one for some reason. 
I have sent a good message at the end of this letter. You will know 
how I am busy for ‘Bharati Tapoban’. 


You are getting constructed temples of brick and stone at 
villages. You are reforming rituals performed in temples. It is not 
that the temples you have built with your literary imagination will be 
put to grave. One day you will achieve success, but everything comes 
to pass according to the will of God. We will do our daily duty. God, 
who guides the cosmos, will set right all other things. 

What more I shall write. The letter became long. 1 bless my 
daughter-in-law. You must come here with your family. Hindi 
litterateurs crave for recognition at various regions of India. When 
you will be able to learn Hindi, I shall send their addresses to you. 
Litterateurs are not wealthy; but, by nature, they crave for literary 
fame. I am very optimistic. Send a reply to me soon. 


Your, 
Kuntala Kumari Sabat 


(9) on 5“ June, 1938, 79 days before her sad demise. But she 
could not post it. Her husband, K.P. Brahmachary sent this letter to 
Chakradhar after she left for her heavenly abode. 

Dear Chakradhar, 


Today I am absolutely lonely in Delhi. My eldest daughter, 
Jagaddhatri, has an attack of malaria for three months. AS no 
medicine could subside her fever, her father has taken his two 
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daughters to Simla for a change of climate. So the situation which 
never occurred in my life has happened. That means I am absolutely 
alone. This loneliness has made my past, present and future flash 
across my mind. I have been living in Delhi for the last ten years. It 
is a long time. Who had ever thought that we who hail from some 
corner of Orissa would live in Delhi for ten years? Besides, our 
family occupies a special place here. In entire north India and in the 
capital of India this is the only Oriya family. Thousands of Bengali 
families, hundreds of Gujarati, Maharastri, Telugu, and Madrasi families 
are living here. But there is only one completely Hindu Oriya family. 
We parents and children all are Oriyas. Lord Jagannath, the holy 
deity of Orissa, is worshipped in our home. The house where my 
Utkal Kumari, Kalinga Kumari and Jaganmohan live is their temple 
in Delhi, the capital of Moguls. Here Oriya language, peculiarities 
of Oriya race and Oriya culture which are the mainstay of Oriyas 
are found. You pore over the history of India and look at historical 
ages in India, you will never find an Oriya family, which lives in Delhi 
and follows Oriya culture with its peculiarities. Our family has mingled 
with the nerve and life of the capital of Moguls. We are Indians and 
yet Oriyas. We are Hindus and follow the sovereign Santana Dharma 
(eternal religion). We follow Hindi and Oriya cultures at the same 
time. It is a historic truth. A national truth lies hidden behind it. But I 
do not have strength now to let you know what that truth is. Today 
seated alone, I am writing this to a person who is close to my heart. 
In a way you have remained. a stranger to my life for the last ten 
years. I want to give you an idea about that period of my life in this 
letter. After all, you will write my biography. 


(The letter is incomplete). 


Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


Kuntala Kumari Sabat (1901-1938) occupies a 
special place in the history of Odia literature. A 
doctor by profession, she left an indelible mark 
on Odia culture as a poet, novelist and essayist. 
Her life embodied the longings and aspirations of 
the new woman in India. She actively supported 
the freedom struggle and felt deeply for the 
underprivileged. Her writings reflect a richly 
complex, many-layered world. This volume offers 
a selection of her writings— poems, fiction, 
essays, letters — in English translation. 


Mary Mohanty teaches English at Government 
Women’s College, Puri. She has done research 
on Kuntala Kumari's fiction and translated her 
novels into English. 


Rs. 195.00 ISBN 978-81-906729-4-8 
] - Digitized by PPRACHIN, SOA 


